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Hon. Edward Blake’s Letter. 


Not many years ago, those who dared to 
criticize the Hon. Edward Blake were reck- 
oned by the Liberal press and party among 
those sacrilegious infidels who were only per- 
mitted to live by the tolerance of those who 
had been scandalized. As I was one of 
those upon whose too candid pen the thunder- 
bolts of the gods had been asked to drop, I now 
undertake to review Mr. Blake’s famous letter, 
feeling certain that no matter how moderate 
my criticism may be, personal animus will be 
alleged as my motive. Yet during the past 
twelve years—but half of Mr. Blake's 
political life—I have observed him with 
interest, an interest which began with 
enthusiasm, grew into wonder and faded 
into regret. In common with every Can- 
adian, I feel pride in Mr. Blake’s high legal 
status and entertain a considerable belief 
in his personal honor. Of those we love it 
is hard to speak dispassionately, our enthu- 
siasm hiding all defects and multiplying every 
virtue, but in the instance of the Mr. Blake of 
recent years there has been none of that 
popular adoration which serves to conceal the 
faults of a brilliant but unloved politician and 
one can afford to be just without having to 
divest one’s self of anything but pity. 

To understand the surroundings which 
prompted Mr, Blake’s defection from his party, 
we must understand that his party had already 
largely defected from him, Ill health, notice- 
able neither prior nor subsequent to his retire- 
ment from the leadership, was assigned as the 
reason of his abdication. In Mr. Blake’s case, 
the ill health business rather than Mr Blake 
himself has been over-worked. In parliament 
he grew to be more and more of a sphinx, 
and in the hearts of Conservatives there 
began to bud a sickly sprout of regard for the 
great man who had been able to do nothing 
with, or for, his own party, but who seemed in- 
clined to favor a policy to which he had long 
been opposed. Vagrant paragraphs went 
the rounds of the press that Hon. Edward 
Blake and Sir John Macdonald were not so far 
apart as they once were, and Conservatives be- 
gan to congratulate the member for West Dur- 
ham on his dignified and patriotic course, One 
can understand that the Liberal party did not 
observe unmoved, the growth of this alienation, 
and it is not vain imagining that they sought 
by every argument and reasonable offer to 
restore their old chieftain to a seat by their 
council fire. 

With this slight and not unfair preface, which 
I have esteemed necessary to the comprehen- 
sion of Mr. Blake’s recent attitude, I shall en- 
deavor to use nothing but the language and 
argument furnished by the honorable gentle- 
man himeelf, in reaching the conclusions which 
seem to me unavoidable. 

Rumors of the dissolution of parliament were 
long prevalent before this campaign actually 
began. With the first disturbance Mr. Blake’s 
sphinx-like attitude became complete. One 
can conceive of no conspicuous figure in our 
politics which required so little petrifac- 
tion. Expressionless of face and emotionless 
ot heart, absence of speech was all that was 
required to give his life the calm, and his 
figure the rigidity of one who has looked 
out over the sands of the desert for centuries, 
and has viewed the petty combats of the 
dervishes on the plains with stony wonder 
that tne vagabond tribes had anything left to 
fight for. 

Nothing ever so well became Hon, Edward 
Blake as his silence, It approached nearer to 
statesmanship than aught else in his history. 
For once he was profoundly feared by his 
friends ; for the first time his name was quoted 
with reverence by his enemies. Asthe cam- 
paign grew older and more bitter, what his 
old-time enemies considered to be his opinion 
on the trade policy was given a superior 
place to that of any other man. His former 
friends dared not criticize him, and for once 
his name was heralded all over Canada as that 
of one supremely great. It had been well for 
his fame had nos this silence, so well calculated 
and impressive, been broken by the singular 
letter which was given to the public on the 
night of March 5th. This letter, which 
was seized upon with eagerness by every 
thoughtful Canadian, had an effect which 
cannot be measured by the contents of 
the epistle itself, but must be considered 
in connection with his celebrated Silence and 
the unusual disturbance of the people who 
read it. Of the style of the letter, or letters, it 
is unnecessary to speak, except as it indicates 
the time and motive of its composition. 

The first letter, addressed to the members of 
the West Durham Reform Convention, was 
written on February 11th and included the 
long document which has excited so much at- 
tention, As he afterwards explains, he was 
prevailed upon not to make the enclosure, and 

the first letter we may presume was sent with- 

out it. The second letter, enclosing the first 
and the third and lengthy document, is dated 

March 5th, and with this double enclosure 

was given to the press the same afternoon, the 

Sphinx having found it impossible to maintain 

silence another hour. I cannot refrain from 

calling attention to the fact that this bundle of 
communications is such an exact chart of Mr. 

Blake's mind, that its perusal as a psycholog- 

ical study is well worth the time necessary to 

take the various sections apart and put 
them together again. In addressing his 
constituents—the members of the West 

Durham Reform Convention—we fini 

him hurling Latin at the heads of the pre- 

sumptively admiring agriculturists, accom- 
panied in the next line by a suitable transla- 
tion as if to say, *‘ Behold how much I know, 
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and as a politician I have -come down to your 
level and condescend to translate it for you.” 
This air pervades his entire communication. 
He takes great pains, ever and anon to tell us 
that he had thought these things out years ago, 
and would have given us the result of his cogit- 
ations sooner had he not considered the food 
too strong for our infantile brains, But we can 
pass over these peculiarities as he has at last 
entrusted to our alleged intellects the letter ad- 
dressed to the West Durham Reform Conver.- 
tion and which, unless Iam mistaken, has not 
yet been read there. What he calls “the 
paper referred to in the above letter,” con- 
sists of thirty-four sections, and a hun- 
dred and thirty-seven paragraphs, occupy- 
ing in close type three columns and a 
half of a newspaper. That its length 
and abstruseness are likely to cause miscom- 
prehension, have indeed caused it, may not be 
wondered at when we remember that the critics 
of the newspapers were busy with election 
returns and wearied by overwork at the time 
it was received. If this were not the case I 
can conceive of no other reason why the Con- | 
servative press should herald it as a patriotic 
document, for it seems to me the most undis- 
guised annexation manifesto ever issued by a 
man of prominence in this Dominion. The 
Globe alleges that Mr. Blake has gone further 
than Sir Richard Cartwright, and to the surprise 
of all those who have considered the meaning of 
the letter the Conservative press has rushed 
to his defence, proclaimed him a patriot and 
his letter one of the greatest state papers ever 
given to the public. The Liberal papers, ap- 
pearing to fear its effect on their flock, have 
been very slow in indicating its vagaries, and 
it is this condition of affairs which alone leads 
me to dissect a document which, in its expcsi- 
tion of the real meaning of unrestricted reci- 
procity, is unexampled in its clearness, but 
which in indicating the future of this country, 


leaves us no hope but annexation. 

It may have been necessary for Mr. Blake to 
submit his unrevised letter tq the public before 
sending it to those to whom it was addressed, 
but it sounds very odd, after the battle is over 
and the dead well and deeply buried, for him 
to express an anxiety to retain his seat in Par- 
liament and allege that a re-nomination would 
be dearer to him than aught else. But this is 
one of the sophomorical paragraphs so liberally 
mixed in with his trade arguments and annex- 
ationist doctrines. 

He tells us that since 1887 Unrestricted Reci- 
procity ‘“‘has been the sole party plank,” that 
he objected at the time of its introduction, and 
has been irreconcilable ever since. Yet 
when he defends his silence he blames 
the Government for having brought the 
elections upon us suddenly and in their usual 
and unholy way. Has he not had since 1887, 
sufficient time to annouuce himself, to counsel 
with J. D, Edgar and Uncle Joe Tait and to 
weigh the worth of his old opponent, Sir 
Richard Cartwright? Not having prevailed 
upon them, was it not his duty to warn the 
country that Unrestricted Reciprocity, which 
he proves so elaborately and unanswerably to 
mean commercial union and annexation, was 
something to be avoided? Presuming that the 
elections had not been brought upon us sud- 
denly, would he have been in a better plight or 

would his strictures have come with better 
grace a few months hence than now? Again 
and again he tells us that he had found no 
suitable time or place to reveal himself, yet by 
his own showing he prepared his letter when 
his party was expecting dissolution to be an- 
nounced,and wasonly prevailed upon tosuppress 
it in the interests of his faction. Even the 
Conservative press in lauding his patriotism, 
have expressed the regret that the letter came 
after rather than before the fight. It seems to 
me that while it would have done good to the 
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Conservative party its chief strength would 
have been as an exposition of how far even 
Edward Blake was prepared to go. He tells 
us as plainly as Edward Farrer,told his Ameri- 
can friends, though with more rhetorical frill-, 

| that the Liberal party is wearing a mask, and 
that it will be useless to make two bites of a 
cherry. Robbed of its ornate circumlocution his 
letter can mean nothing else, and this, I submit, 
is the only reason Mr. Blake has shown for de- 
serting his party, or as the Mail puts it, when 
ceasing to be captain feeling it his duty to scut- 
tle the ship. 

Why does he object to Unrestricted Recipro- 
city? Because it involves discrimination 
against Great Britain? No. Where is there a 
word of protest against such treatment of the 
mother country? Because it imperils British 
connection? No. Where does he express the 
slightest regret as he proclaims that we are 
drifting away from our old anchorage? Be- 
cause it involves annexation? No. Who 
can point out a word or a phrase in the 
whole hundred and thirty-seven paragraphs, 
deploring such a fate? Once he hoped to 
see us partners “in the freedom, the fortunes 
and the responsibilities of empire,” but he 
now finds no time or space to reiterate what 
he probably esteems as an idle dream of his 
youth. He goes further and imagines that the 
people of the United Kingdom (section 20) 
would rather see us annexed to the United 
States, or on the road to such a fate, than ac- 
cept Imperial Federation wich a tariff discrim- 
ination in favor of the colonies ! 

In fact he fears, (see par. 6, sec. 9) ‘that the 
increase of foreign manufactures in part 
stimulated by hostile tariffs, may rather darken 
and contract the prospects of Britain as the 
workshop of the world,” and thus in the atti- 
tude of the New Zealander—or rather the 
Yankee—on the ruins of London bridge, he 
sees no reason why we should be anxious for a 
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closer Imperial alliance. On the other hand, 
when he comes to speak of what is “ our best 
arrangement,” he suggests, (section 7) ‘‘in our 
present political condition a moderate revenue 
tariff approximating to free trade with the 
world and coupled with reciprocal free trade 


with the States.” 

Sec.13. Having regard tothis expectation, unrestricted free 
trade with the States, secured for a longer term of years, 
would (even though accompanied by higher duties against 
the rest of the world than I for one admire), give us in prac- 
tice the great blessing of a measure of free trade, much 
larger than we now enjoy or can otherwise attain ; it would 
greatly advance our most material interests, and help our 
natural, our largest, most substantial and most promising 
industries ; it would create an influx of population and 
capital, and promote a rapid development of forces and 
materials now almost unused ; in three words, it would 
give us men, money and markets. 

Thus it would emphatically be for the general and last- 
ing good. And this, although of course it would pro- 
duce, as all great changes do, temporary derangement 
of business and local losses ; would strike hard s:me spind- 
ling and exotic industries, wholly tariff born, tariff bred 
and tariff fed; and would put upon their mettle a good 
many manufacturers unaccustomed to the keen breath of 
competition, and others who would be obliged fo adopt the 
specialization and the improved methods of production and 
distribution which, to the signal advantage of the general 
consuming public, a large market allows and demands 


But when this prophet of evil speaks of Can; 
ada and raises his cry of ‘‘ woe, woe and lam- 
entation” heneath the walls of our constitu- 
tional Nineveh, he outdoes Sir Richard in 
describing the awful things which flit across 
his terrified vision. The Conservative policy, 
he tells us, 


Has been, as foretold twelve years ago, towards disin- 
tegration and annexation, instead of consolidation and the 
maintenance of that British connection of which they claim 
to be the a, 

It has left us with a small population, a scanty iene 
tion, and a North-West empty still; with enormous i- 
tions to our public debt yearly an extravagant 
system of expenditure, and an unjust ive tariff; 
with restricted markets for our needs, w! to buy or to 

intensified by our 
; with trade diverted 


sell, and all the hosts of evils 

special conditions) thence 

from its natural into forced therefore unprofitable 
channeis; aud with unfriendly relations and frowning 
righ Wy Hnglioh peak nation to Sas oocth our taighbane 
mi, ng ion to the south, our 

oy een with whom we ought to be, as it was promised 
that we should be, living in generous amity and liberal 


interc .urse. 
Woree ; far worse! It has left us with lowered standards 
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of public virtue, and a death-like apathy in public opinion ; 
with racial, religious and provincial animosities rather in- 
flamed than soothed ; with a subservient pariiament, an 
autocratic executive, debauched constituencies and cor- 
rupted and corrupting classes; with lessened self-reliance 
and increased dependence on the public chest and on 
legislative aids; and possessed withal by a boastfal jingo 
spirit, far enough removed from true manliness, loudly 
proclaiming unreal conditions and exaggerated sentiments, 
while actual facts and genuine opinions are suppressed. 

It has left us with our hands tied; our future com- 

promized ; andin such a plight that, whether we stand or 
move, we must run some risks which else we might have 
either declined, or encountered with greater promise of 
success, 
After having pictured us in this posture of 
deepest degradation, after having alleged that 
politically we are scarcely worthy the name of 
men, he kindly points out that while the lamp 
holds out to burn, etc., “‘ all is not lost.” 


Yet let us never despair of our country! It is a goodly 
land; endowed with great recuperative powers and vast 
resources, as yet alm ist undeveloped ; inhabited by popu- 
lations moral and religious, sober and industrious, virtuous 
and thrifty, capable and instructed—the descendants cf a 
choice immigration, of men of mark and courage, energy 
and enterprise ; in the breasts of whose children still should 
glow the sparks of those ancestral fires. 

Under such conditions all is not lost! ‘* Though much 
be taken, much abides.” And if wedo but wake from our 
delusive dreams, face the stern facts in time, repair our 
errors, and amend our ways, there may still remain for us, 
despite the irrevocable past, a future, if not so clear and 
bright as we might once have hoped, yet fair and honor- 
able, dignified and secure. 

Have we not reason to thank the sphinx that 
there yet is a faint hope that we may be 
clothed on the morrow and fed until we hear 
from him again? But mark you, this hope does 
not arise from any prospect of favors to come 
from Great Britain, a nation which, if they 
deigned to favor us, as he is sure they will not, 
‘Yet the results of all such efforts must_be 
far below those to flow from a free market 
throughout our own continent.” I ask you to 
read Mr. Blake’s letter for yourselves and 
judge if Ihave in any way abused or miscon- 
strued an arrangement which, it seems to me, 
was but intended to make his meaning obscure. 

Referring to section 7, where he speaks of 
‘our best arrangement ”—revenue tariff and 
reciprocal free trade with the States—let us 


inquire what prevents it from being “* practic- 
able.” It is because we must be politically a 
portion of the United States to gain the advant- 
age of continental free trade, or at least have 
made a trade bargain with the _ republic, 
‘*which is the well understood precursor of 


political union,” 

Assuming that absolute free trade with the States, best 
described as commercial union, may and ought to come, I 
believe that it can and should come only as an incident, or 
at any rate as a well-understood precursor of political 
union; for which indeed we should be able to make better 
terms before than after the surrender of our commercial 
independence. 


This, then, is what stands in the way of the 
prosperity pictured in section 13, which I have 
already quoted ! 

But he fears that the United States does nat 
want us. According to his forecast we must 
appeal to their ‘‘ national sentiment” in order 
to get into the Union. Imagine Canadians 
belly-crawling around Washington and trying 
to arouse the patriotism of the Yankees in 
order that we may be able to efface our nation- 
ality by sinking it in theirs! By the great 
gods, we would be nice specimens of what our 
Creator intended for men if we, by exhibiting 
our entire abandonment of patriotism expected 
to produce in the United States any sentiment 
except disgust, Following are paragraphs 
from section 22, 


The national sentiment, which is essential to secure their 
assent to the arrangement, cannot then be evoked by its 
business element alone. 

The advantage of adjusting by a comprehensive settle- 
ment all causes of difference between the two countries 
would be very great to both, and might advance the plan. 
But, on the same reasoning, this advantage also is clearer 
and greater to us than to them, and cannot therefore be 
safely reckoned on to evoke the desired sentiment. 

An underlying feeling, howsver, there is—latent it may 
be, and inactive, half unconscious and unformulated ; dis- 
guised in some quarters, doubted, deprecated or repudi- 
ated in others; likely perhaps (should party lines be 
drawz), to be favored ra by Republicans than by Dem- 
ocrats—yet deep-seated and widespread; and emi- 
nently calcu! 80 to attract the popular imagiration and 

the heart as to transcend all lines, and 
te become a truly national sentimen 
This feeling is that some day, sooner or later, @ political 
reorganization of the continent should and muet take place ; 
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not by force, but by the free consent of its inhabi 
y > tants. 
This sentiment, I believe, will largely color opinion as to 
the plan ; which accordingly, may, on the one hand, be 
fav ored as the best step in the direction of political organi- 
ee doe ma Rn Rageee discountenanced upon the mis- 
cory that its rejection would b i 
i same direction. : ae a ee 
nd there are obvious forces and methods in ou igh 
bor’s, as in all popular politics, which forbid gether 
a, b us al 
to disregard the latter contingency. ai 


All the protest he has to make in this 
humiliating connection is in the nature of a 
mild warning that we “cannot afford to alto- 
gether disregard the latter contingency.” This 
expression is altogether too mild to be expres- 
sive of Edward Blake’s opinion when a thing 
is hateful to him, and throughout his letter 
everything is so pro-annexation in tone, so 
anti-British in its forecast, that even when he 
speaks of independence it is viewed as buta 
step towards a “deal” with our neighbors. 
Sec. 23, par. 2. 
union, they would tevor Oneading lean conn, paliteoal 
quite possible that, in connection with such a policy, 
advantageous international arrangements on various most 
important points, not here brought into discussion, might 
be secured. 

If anything remains to be proven as to the 
meaning of Mr. Blake’s manifesto, it is settled 
in sec, 25, par. 2 and 3. 


You will doubtless have inferrei my opinion that the 
policy of absolute free trade with the States is intimately 
connected with, and cannot properly be divorced from, the 
question of our political future, which therefore it must 
force into the party field. 

While not disguising my view that events have already 
greatly narrowed our apparent range and impeded our 
apparent freedom of action, I hold by the suggestion that 
our future should not be settled (as we have allowed it to 
be settled in the pst, perhaps much further than we yet 
realiz-) by accident or unwittingly ; by sidewinds or the 
inglorious policy of drift. 

“The inglorious policy of drift” forsooth | 
Since 87 what has been the policy of the honor- 
able gentleman who has been playing the 
sphinx? Has he not by his own declaration, 
sec. 4, par. 3, been *‘ hoping against hope” that 
some “turn of events” might give him a 
chance to speak his mind? During all this 
time he has been keeping quiet on topics, which 
according tosec. 6, par. 3, ‘‘as the times did 
not. allow, silence became more prudent than 
speech.” ‘The inglorious policy of drift” 
indeed! What else is being counselled by the 
words so hard to interpret, words like those 
on a letter torn to fragments, which we must 
try to put together that the message may not 
be lost. Indeed, it was inthis way the public 
once before learned what Edward Blake’s 
meaning was, though this time the epistle 
comes by way of West Durham and not through 
the ignoble post-office of a parliamentary 
cuspidore. 

In conclusion Mr. Blake tells his constitu- 
ents not to suppose ‘“‘that these are with him 
questions of yesterday.” Mr. Blake, as his 
followers well know, never permits anyone to 
begin to think until he has thought it all out, 
but if he had been all over this ground years 
ago and had studied out the entire busi- 
ness while we were troubling over the 
trifles of life, why, unless “silence was 
more prudent than speech,” did he deny 
us the enlightenment which came so late? 
He tells us his ‘‘ views are unchanged to-day,” 
and leaves us to guess what his views were 
yesterday and to decipher as best we may 
what they are to-day. This alone remains 
clear, that he has nothing good to say of 
British connection, that according to him we 
have nothing to hope from that quarter? 
He at the same time exaggerates the bene- 
fits we shall (?) derive when we are ulti- 
mately more intimately connected with the 
United States—a florid picture, which is, 
draped only when he tells us that this “ best 
arrangement” is something we may have toa 
beg for and dicker over. Even here he has 
nothing definite to say! When did he ever 
have anything definite to say? When did he 
ever successfully struggle to enunciate a poliey 
without surrounding it with such provisos 
and so weakening it with “ifs” and ‘“‘ands” 
that finally counsel was darkened by a multi- 
tude of words without wisdom. When he was 
leader of the Liberal party his followers and 
the public generally, clamored for a policy and 
he never had a policy with him. Now he comes 
forward and berates his party because he ob- 
jected to their policy, and by insinuation 
would have us believe that they refused to 
listen to his warnings. I feel more pity for his 
party than for him, for, tired of his obscure 
rhetoric, for once they really wanted to know 
what they were after and recklessly deter- 
mined to have a reason to give for their exist- 
ence, 

There is not an elector in West Durham 
who could not in a dozen lines have stated his 
meaning more distinctly than Mr. Biake has 
done in the hundred and thirty-seven para- 
graphs in which he argues and advises, berates 
and praises, and leaves us with a benumbed 
sense of having read something very wise with- 
out knowing exactly whatit isallabout. Is 
there, then, not a good reason why I should en- 
deavor to re-arrange his paragraphs and find 
if there be a logical meaning,and what that 
meaning is? I ask you again, atter having read 
this review to read the speech itself, and you 
will decide as the Globe has decided, that the 
Hon. Edward Blake believes annexation to be 
our ultimate end and way, and that “our best 
arrangement” is to prepare for annexation 
with a hostile power which at this moment, ac- 
cording to his words, is scarcely willing to 
accept us and our tremendous national sacri- 
fice, no matter how we may plead., 

May we not imagine as the honorable 
gentleman wrote the letter, which may 
become historical, that as argument be- 
came exhausted and the lamp burned 
low he drifted, in the intoxication of 
the idea that he was compcsing a state paper, 
into the exuberance of his sophomore year 
when pretty words wove’ themeelves 
almost insensibly into pretty sentences. 
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It must have been at such a moment that he 
wrote, “It isto our own convictions right or 


after the Reformation when the fires about the 
stake had died out, old-time Reformers could 
declare their opinion and be true to their 
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basis as was suggested to the ratepayers when 
the question was submitted to .them for 


wrong, that we must after all be true.” So | arbitrament. 


* 
* 


* 
The first session of the seventh Ontario 


Parliament, which opened on Tuesday, was 


convictions. In like manner, after the lions mainly distinguished by Mr. Garrow, the 
had fed on early Christians until Christianity | successor of Hon. A. M. Ross, taunting Mr. 


had outgrown the sacrifices of the arena, 
martyrs of Mr. Blake's stamp found it easy to 
express their belief. If he had convictions he 
would not—to quote his own words—“‘ deny or 


Meredith with his defeat at the June elections. 
Mr. Garrow may esteem it good taste for a 
man who has an opportunity to open his 
mouth in parliament for the first time, to twit 


conceal” them until they made no difference to | one who has served his province as long and 


the individual or the nation. 


But he was not | faithfully as Mr. Meredith has done, but his 


impressed with the magnitude of the issue | opinion is not shared by dispassionate on- 


nor the gravity of the crisis, for it seemed to 
him that if we accepted reciprocity we would 
simply be going at the right thing in a wrong 
way. Though he has proved to us beyond 
peradventure that unrestricted reciprocity 
meant commercial union,! and commercial 
union meant annexation, after the proofs had 
been penned he wrote’ a letter to his 
brother Samuel to be read in West Durham, 
hopirg that his old friends would elect the 
U. R. candidate. 


(Dated 3rd March, 1891, read at Bowmanville on the even- 
ing of the 4th March :) 

You tei! me you are going down to speak in West 
Durham and you ask whether I have any message for my 
old friends. Give them my kindest regards and warmest 
wishes for their welfare. Assure them that they shall learn 
at the earliest practivable moment the reason of our separa- 
tion. Repeat to them the statement which Mr. Mowat 
made the other day on my authority in East York, that it 
is my earnest wish that the Liberals may come out of the 
fightin which they are now en with stren not 
only unbroken but increased, and say that of all t e con- 
tests [am most anxious that Robert Beith should win in 


West Durham.” 
Knowing all this, we must accept much of 
what he has said as a sort of rhetorical mush 
which in some quarters has been mistaken for 
the cream of statesmanship. 

Does it not surprise us to hear the Sphinx, 
when he deigns to open his classic lips, utter 
such sentences as these (see sec. 33): ‘* What, 
then, is left for me to do? This only, since I 
cannot help, to hurt as little as I may, and 
therefore to go down with my own little ship 
in silence.” Where was he “‘ going down to,” 
pray? To Joppa? Or to the bottom of the say 
with the far-famed McGinty? We may be sure 
he did not intend to go down for good, for the 
** ides of March”—if that means the 5th inst.— 
were still with us when the public heard Hon. 
Edward’s silence explode, and left him in the 
attitude of waiting to be wooed by a new lover. 

If it were possible for me to command words 
which when collected, could be so sweet-sound- 
ing and indirect as those of the letter I have 
presumed to criticize, I too, might be mis- 
taken for something better than a plain 
citizen; but as I desire no such distinction I 
ask only that what Mr. Blake has written, the 
manner of both its concealment and delivery, 
be considered, that what may be criticized as 
my rudeness of speech. may not be mistaken 
for the vindictiveness of personal malice. 
Now, when the elections are far enough 
passed, should we not carefully consider, that 
we may properly estimate what we have heard 
and read? Mr. Blake has endeavored to prove 
that there is but one road before us, and that 
is the road to annexation! May I not properly, 
as a Canadian, deny such an assertion? I ask 
you to wait until Great Britain has refused to 
grant the colonies, as yet neither organized nor 
unanimous, a measure of reciprocal trade before 
pessimists like Mr. Blake convince you that 
such a thing is impossible. 
existing treaties make it impossible, but 
Canada is absolutely necessary to the empire 
and the empire is necessary to the greatest 


possible eminence of Canada. Mr. Blake has | slightest friction, and she has the tact to avoid 
reasoned out the destiny of this country as he | consistently all disagreeable subjects. From a 
would reason out a point of law, but you will | feminine point of view a dinner party is not so 
be convinced I believe, with me, that the | muchaplace where one goes to gratify one’s 
future of half a continent and the national | palate as a place where one goes to be as charm- 
ing as possible. This is not a disinterested at- 
titude, but it promises at least better social re 
ineffectual politician as he delivers himself, by | sults than the manly one of making the dinner 
itself a serious consideration. Since a woman 
| regards her dinner more lightly, it is reason- 
ab‘e to suppose that there is a corresponding 
increase in her enjoyment of the less material 
part of the entertainment. It is, indeed, the 
crowning virtue of woman asa diner out that 
she may be safely invited to an indifferent 


destiny of millions of people cannot be dis- 
posed of in the self-glorious argument of an 


way of the general public, toa jury of dumb- 
founded farmers. 





[POSTCRIPT. ] 
After having written the above, the follow- 


ing sentence meets my eye: 
“ To the Editor of the Globe 

‘* Strn,—The contradictory inferences to which a sentence 
in my Durham letter, detached from its context, has in | ¢ 
several quarters unexpectedly given rise, conquer my re- 
luctance to trespass again s0 s00n upon your columns ; and 
I crave space to say that I think political union with the 


States though becoming our probable, is by no means our | following members of the 
dinner on Wednesday evening: Hon. O. 
Mowat, Hon. R. Harcourt, Hon. J. M. Gibson, 
Hon. Thomas 
Meredith, E. F. Ciarke, H. E. 
W. B. Snider, Dr. Gilmour, Dr. McKay, Messrs, 


ideal or as yet our inevitable future. EpwarbD BLAkg. 


** Ottawa, March 11.” 

Does this polysyllabic utterance make it 
any clearer? Either Edward Blake is per- | 
petrating a practical joke on Canadians, or 
he doesn’t know what he believes, or the 


At this hour | questioned supremacy at the dinner table. She 


lookers. Of course Mr. Garrow had to dwell 
on racial and religicus cries, and indulge in 
accusations of bigotry against a man who 
is so much larger and wider and in every 
respect better than himself that no com- 
parison can be made between the two! How- 
ever, as the gentleman newly arrived from 
West Huron had nothing but a worn-out cam- 
paign speech with him, he must be excused for 
adopting methods which he found popular in 
the schoolhouses of his constituency. 
s 
* * 

In a political contest lightning strikes in the 
strangest places. In North Essex Mr. J. C. 
Patterson was defeated by a large majority— 
in the neighborhood of eight hundred—though 
he is personally popular there even amongst 
his opponents, as well as being esteemed one 
of the most generous and noblest of men by 
his political friends. Then in London the Hon. 
John Carling was beaten as if to make way for 
our own N. Clarke Wallace of West York as 
Ministerof Agriculture. Surely Sir John will not 
pass over the claims of both J. C. Patterson and 
N. Clarke Wallace, the one elected and the one 
defeated by a huge majority. The Conserva- 
tive party at large, Mr. Patterson's friends at 
home, will never forgive the government if it 
does not provide for one 'so well loved. Nor 
will West York nor the friends of N. Clarke 
Wallace take it kindly if he is forgotten when 
a new order of things makes it possible to re- 
ward faithful and capable service. If there are 
prizes in politics, and they are few and insuffi- 
cient for the labor and heartaches necessary to 
secure them, they should go to the men who 
have striven long and well and have retained 
the esteem of the whole community while 
fighting so vigorously as partizans, Don. 


Social and Personal. 


Perhaps some enthusiastic diners out will be 
amused at the following alleged reasons for a 
woman's popularity at dinners: “A moment's 
reflection will show that, far from there being 
any reason for woman’s failure as a diner out, 
there is every reason why she-should excel in 
this character. The French salons prove that, 
as leader of a sustained conversation, she is 
unequalled. If the women of the present talk 
less well, it is because they have less inter- 
ested audiences. Noone can be very interest- 
ing without the stimulus of enthusiastic 
listeners. Recognition of the fact that 
one is expected to keep still would have 
paralyzed the eloquence of a De Stael. Per- 
haps woman’s happiest natural qualifica- 
tions as good dinner company lies in 
the fact that she cannot argue. This, while it 
unfits her for the bar, should work out her un- 








is perfectly willing to subscribe to two or a 
half dozen opinions at once; she never lets 
talk about mere abstractions»generate the 


linner.” 


The Lieutenant-Governor entertained the 
Legislature at 


Ballantyne, Messrs. W. R. 
Clarke and E, 


H. P. O'Connor, W. T. Lockhart, A. S, Allan, 
C. C, Field, K. Chisholm, C. Mackenzie, G. B. 
Smith, J. T. Garrow, J. R Stratton, T. Blezard, 
D. Guthrie, C. Clarke, W. C. Caldwell, J. Ray- 
side, N. Awrey, G. W. Monk, R. Tooley, J. 
Rorke, John Fell, A. Dunlop and W. H. Ham- 
mell, Dr. W. W. Meecham, Mr. J. Reid, Dr. 
Prestoa, Mr. W. M. Cleary, Dr. Barr, Messrs, 
A. F. Wood and T. Gibson. 


meaning of what he wrote. It is not a 
entence in my Durham letter” which 
is.s misled the people, but the Durham letter 
itself. I have no idea which paragraph he 
refers to, but feel convinced that as far as 
I am concerned nothing has been torn 
from its context, but that I have made my 
deductions logically from the text itself, even 
at the risk of being wearisome in the length of 
what I have written. ‘ Political union with 
the States,” he now admits to be our “ prob- 
able” fate, but thinks it is not ‘‘ our ideal or 
inevitable future.” Then what is our “ideal or Helen Beardmore, Miss Seymour and Mr. Mat- 
possible future?” Has he no hopes as well as athe 
fears? Sees he nothing but our sins and their | — : e 
punishment? I submit that he, in all his iet- Mrs. Arthur Vankoughnet welcomed a little 
ters, postures as nothing but a big baby-man | company of friends to a tea on Sunday. 
badly frightened, who has crept ingloriously ° 


under a barn erected by his political cowardice. Mrs. Crowther of Bloor street entertained a 
Don, | number of friends on Wedesday evening. 


Mrs. Blackstock and Mr. Beardmore arranged 
a theater party for Thursday evening at the 
Academy. Among those present were Miss 


ee | 
Things in General | Mrs. Cecil Gibson of Spadina avenue wel- 
| comed guests to a progressive euchre party on 

Tuesday evening. 








I imagine the public will not be any too well 
pleased to observe that the negotiations be- 
tween the city and the Street Railway Com- 
pany have been enlarged for a couple of 
months, the old company in the meanwhile Mrs. Albert Nordheimer will welcome friends 
conducting the business as usual. We may be to a tea on Tuesday next. 
sure that the service will be as good as * 
formerly, and the loss of revenue will not be Mrs. Blackstock returned on Thursday of 
great; but what is most distasteful is the dis- | Jast week from a flying visit to the south. 
position of the Mayor and some of the coterie e 
which surrounds him, to manipulate matters Mr, and Mrs, Henry Cawthra of College 
so that they may be left in the management of | street entertained at dinner on Friday evening 
the enormous concern. Two months will not | of last week. The guests were; Mr. and Mrs, 
provide more than sufficient time for a settle- | W. Baines, Col. and Mrs, Denison, Mr, and 
ment of the extensive interests involved, but | Mrs. Temple, Mr. and Mrs. Cosby, Mrs, 
it is to be sincerely hoped that the time | Bankes, Mr. and Mrs. Mortimer Clarke, Mr. 
will not be utilized to unsettle rather than | and Mrs. Gordon Brown, Dr. Larratt-Smith, 
mature the plans which have already been | Mrs. Monk, Mrs. Wailis, Mr, Joseph, Mr. H. 
made for the transfer of the whole business | Brock, Mr. Coulson, Mr. Watson and Mr, Bev- 
tothe old company, or a new one, on such a | erley Robinson. 


Mrs. Edward Jones of church street gives 
afternoon tea to a number of guests to-day. 
7 


Company hold their first annual smoking con- 
cert at Harry Webb's on March 19. 
* 


ciety will entertain their friends at a supper to 
be given at Webb’s on Monday evening, 
. 












































































Mr. J. S, Cockburn and Mr. J. W. Cockburn 
of London, England, and Old Calabar, West 
Coast of, Africa are in town, the guests of Mr. 
J. Lester Nichols, Eim Cottage, Rosedale. 


Mrs, Oliver of Ontario street welcomed guests 
toa pleasant At Home on Friday evening of 


lastweek. 
- 


', The members of the Argonaut Rowing Club 
will welcome their friends to a pipe concert on 
Tuesday, March 17. Two crossed pipes are en- 
graved upon the invitations, and bespeak 
clouds of fragrant smoke to enhance the de- 
lights of a smoker’s evening. 

* 


Mrs. Buchan gave a delightful At Home on 
Saturday last. 


- 
Rev. Rural Dean Forneret of Hamilton was 
in town over Sunday. : 


Miss Grace Mackenzie of Sarnia is the guest 
of Mrs. Alex. Nairn of Jarvis street. 


Trinity Methodist church was the scene of a 
pretty wedding on Tuesday evening, when 
Lilian, eldest daughter of Rev. E. R. Young, 
was married to Mr. R. Newton Helince of 
Lancaster, England. The bridesmaids were 
Miss Helen Quay of Port Hope, Miss Florence 
Strong of Toronto, Miss Grace Morton of Wel- 
lesley, and Miss Nellie Taylor of St. Catharines. 
The maids of honor were the Misses Winnie, 
Fiorence and Gracie Lou, sisters of the bride, 
and Misses Florence McBrien, Florence Strong 
and Gertie Ross. The best man was Mr. L R. 
Young, brother of the bride. After the cere- 
mony a reception was held at the home of the 
bride’s parents, after which Mr. and Mrs. 
Helince began their journey to New York, 
whence they will sail on Saturday for England. 

* 


Prof. Robertson of Ottawa was in town this 
week. He is at the Queen’s, 
* 


Chief Justice Armour of Cobourg was in 
town for a few days this week. 
. 


Miss R. Rees of Kingston is the guest of 
Mrs. O. P. St. John, on Cameron street, 


Rev. D. J. Macdonnell leaves on Tuesday 


next for a tour round the world. 
. 


Mr, and Mrs. David Walker have gone to 
Mexico, and after a short stay there will go to 
California, making San Francisco their head- 
quarters. 


The Misses Alexander of Brunswick avenue 
welcomed between two and three hundred 
guests at McBean’s Hall on Friday evening, 
March 6, when a most enjoyable evening was 
spent in witnessing a production of the come- 
dietta Sierra, The play abounds in clever 
dialogue, amusing situations and bright repar- 
tee and afforded admirable scope for the clever 
actors who took part. The cast was as follows: 

“SIERRA” 

A Parlor Comedietta in Two Acts by Grace L. Furniss. 

Mrs. ONDEGO-JHONES, an admirer 


of rank, Mrs. CARVETH 
Sierra BEnGA.ine, her niece, a 
prairie rose, Miss Jessig ALEXANDER 


Lapy GuINEVERE LLANDPOORE, an 
English primrose, daughter 
of the Earl of Paynaught, 

EpwarD Ra.sTon, a promising 
young American, half owner 
of the Siefra Gold Mine, 

Cuauncey OGierHorrR, his p.rt- 
ner, second son of Lord f 
Doncaster, Mr. WILL W. ALEXANDER 

Miss Jessie Alexander, in the title vole, was as 

much at home on the stage as she has always 

proved herself on the platform, while theother 
characters sustained their parts with ease and 
excellence worthy of professional actors. Sig. 

Marcicano’s orchestra rendered some very en- 

joyable musical selections during the evening. 

The Misses Alexander are to be congratulated 

on devising so saccessful a form of entertain- 

ment so much more novel than the stereotyped 


social evening. 


Miss ANNIE Porte 


Mr. GRENVILLE P. KLEISER 


. 

Mrs. Macdougall of Carlton Lodge, Carlton 
street, gave afternoon tea to a number of 
friends on Thursday, to meet Mrs, William 
Macdougall of Ottawa, who is spending the 
week here, on her way to Cincinnati. 

~* 

Mrs. O. P. St. John of Cameron street gave 
a charming progressive euchre party on Friday 
evening of last week. 


A very successful parlor concert was held at 
the residence of Mr. D. A. Pender of North 
Drive, Rosedale, on Tuesday evening, in aid of 
the furnishing fund of Westminster church. 


} The programme was under the direction of 


Mrs. Edgar Jarvis, assisted by Mr. Harold 

Jarvis, Miss Roblin, Miss Jarvis, Miss Dallas, 

Mrs. Elmslie, the Misses Hamilton, Mr. Dinelli 

and Mr. McMurtry, and the concert was thor- 

oughly enjoyed by the large audience present. 
cm 


Mr. Lawson of London, England, editor of 
the Financial Times, was entertained by the 
Mayor at luncheon at the National Club on 
Friday of last week. The other guests were 
principally presidents and managers of banks. 


The third assembly under the auspices of the 
officers of the Royal Grenadiers, and the last of 
the series, will take place on Thursday, April 9. 

A very pleasant re-union of the members of 
Chesterfield Lodge, Sons of England, took 
place last Monday night in Shaftesbury Hall. 
The president of the lodge, Bro. George Clat- 
worthy,occupied the chair. Excellent addresses 
were given by Grand President Richard Ivens 
and Past Grand-President Thomas R. Skippon, 
interspersed with some capital songs by Bro. 
Boyd and others, after which the members en- 
joyed a rare treat when Bro. Sam. Jones de. 
livered an interesting lecture on Tom Hood, 
the poet. The humourous and pathetic sides 
of Hood’s work were shown in a masterly 
manner by the eloquent lecturer, who held the 
sympathies of his large audience from the 
commencement to the close. The unanimous 
desire was expressed that Bro, Jones would be 
persuaded to deliver a second lecture at an 
early date. 


The staff of the British America Assurance 
The members of the Canadian Shorthand So- 


The Queen City Lodge, No. 56, I. O. O, F., 







































































































James Bain & Son 


39 King Street 


welcomed a delighted company of guests to an 
At Home in Webb's parlors on Wednesday 
evening. The entertainment was given in 
honor of the twenty-first anniversary of the 
lodge. The arrangements were perfected with 
care, and dancing was still in progress when 
the clocks were striking the larger morning 


hours. 
- 


The Dramatic Club’s entertainment, held in 
the schoolroom of the Unitarian church, Jarvis 
street, on Wednesday evening, was a very suc- 
cessful affair. The ptrformance, which con- 
sisted of a farce and a comedietta, went off 
very smoothly. The performers were well 
trained and acted their parts very creditably. 
The following persons took part: Messrs, E, 
P. Hopkins, W. M. Rose, J. S. King and W. B, 
Cherry ; Miss King, Miss Ashenfelter, Miss S, 
Scales, Miss Scales and Miss Lizzie King. 


 . 

The Artists’ Fancy Ball will take place at 
their art gallery on Easter Tuesday. The 
number of tickets is strictly limited to four 
hundred. About a hundred have already been 
disposed of. Guests are expected to appear in 
fancy dress, powdered hair or uniform, 


Osgoode Legal and Literary Society. 


The elections now being over, affairs are be® 
ginning to assume their usual aspect again. 
The amount of active interest taken in the late 
contest by the large body of law-students, was 
simply phenomenal, as was also the amount of 
money raked in by them in the shape of D. R. 
O. and poll clerk fees, to say nothing of the 
spoils of our stump speakers, The only trace 
that remains is the prevalence of colds in the 
head, which unfortunately interferes more or 
less with the lectures. Indeed, during the 
**common law” lecture to the first year class 
last Tuesday, one of the unfortunate victims of 
election night emitted a sneeze of such a 
pronouncedly fog-horn type, that proceedings 
had to be stopped for a short time to allow his 
admiring class-mates to give him a due meed of 
applause. However, after the lapse of adecent 
interval to ascertain whether he had any 
further explosions concealed about his person, 
and to re-adjust the furniture, the lecturer, 
complimenting him on his successful effort 


proceeded with the lecture, but it was some 
little time before the atmosphere fully re- 
covered its usual calm. 

The complimentary dinner to the At Home 
committee took place last Tuesday evening. 
Your correspondent was not present (owing 
to a slight informality in the invitations), but 
was informed that it was a very great success. 

Owing to the interference occasioned by the 
elections it has been thought advisable to post- 
pone the public debate till April 4. 

The examinations are beginning to loom up 
on our horizon, and the sense of approaching 
danger is having a quieting effect on even the 
mo3t turbulent members of the different years, 
and causes an additional amount of attention 
to the lectures. Lex, 








Out ot Town. 





HAMILTON, 


Mrs, Morris of Toronto is the guest of Mrs, 
Parker of James street south. 

Mrs. F. N. Walker gave a tea on Wednesday 
afternoon to a few of her friends. 

Mr. and Mrs, T. H. Stinson left on Tuesday 
evening, at 6.40, for a visit of two months to 
Nassau, where they will enjoy the sea breezes 
and recuperate after their long political siege. 

Miss Proudfoot of Toronto is the guest of 
Mrs. Wiliiam Wood of James street. Mrs. 
Wood, gave a delightful tea on Tuesday in 
honor of her guest. 

Miss Hope of Montreal, who has been the 
guest of Mrs. Harvey, left for home on Friday 
evening. 

Miss Tuttle of Boston is the guest of Mrs. 
John Glassco of MacNab street. 

Mrs. Bruce gave a small tea on Wednesday 
afternoon, 

Mrs. Morris gave a charming tea on Monday 
afternoon, 

A meeting of the Boys’ Home committee was 
held at the residence of Mrs. Leggat on Tues- 
day afternoon, when it was decided that Gil- 
bert & Sullivan's Gore, H. M.S. Pinafore, 
should be peopuees ere during the month of 
May, and the ladies are endeavoring to secure 
the best eee so that we may expect 
a splendid production, and everyone is glad 
that comic opera, which had subsided here for 
the past few years, is again to be revived. Of 
course the caste has not yet been decided upon. 

— Henry Fuller is visiting friends in To- 
ronto, 

The Misses Howard of Oak Bank are visiting 
in Buffalo at present. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hugh Skinner have returned 
from Vienna, where Mrs. Skinner has been 
visiting her parents for over a year. 

Mrs. Jack Hendrie gave another delightful 
Juncheon on Friday of last week. 

Mr. John Park and Mr. Tuckett left on 
Tuesday evening for an extended trip though 
Mexico and expect to be away about six weeks. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hendrie spent last week in 
New York, and returned ednesday accom- 
panied by Miss Tina Hendrie, who has just re- 
turned from Paris, where she has spent over 
two years, 

Miss Beemer of Toronto is the guest of Mrs. 
Calder of Hughson street, SYLVIA, 





Teeth an Index of Character. 


A leading dentist says: ‘* To determine a per- 
son's character by the teeth, take the upper 
front teeth. They are a true index of the na- 
ture of aman ora woman. Here,” he said, ‘‘is 
the tooth of a young lady who has a lovely dis- 
position and is universally beloved ; see how 
regular and dainty the formation is, and yet 
possessing all the requisite points for a perfect 
tooth. Here you see the tooth of a man who 1s 
cruel, although his cruelty is of the refined 
kind ; notice that the tooth is white and rather 
sharp and long. Then, this tooth, stumpy and 
coarse in form, denotes brutality ; it is from 
the jaw of a man of brutal nature. Here is a 
curious tooth from the mouth of a peevish, 
fretful woman ; the crown has a sharp, fretful 
turn toit. Now we have the tooth of a sen- 
suous woman ; you see it is square, although 
of gocd shape, and depressed in the center ; its 
wearer has caused a great deal of distress in 
the hearts of neglected wives. Now we come 
to one that belonged once in the mouth of a 
lady who is noted for her refinement and intel- 
lectual development. It is slender and perfect 
in shape—one of the kind of teeth going with 
long, slender fingers, Again, this tooth fs from 
the mouth of a much grosser nature; this 
woman is selfish, but has, on the whole, a 
kindly nature and would not willingly hurt 
another's feelings, but it is her nature to be 
regardless of others.—N. ¥, Ledger. 
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PLAYING CARDS 


WHIST MARKERS 


Progressive Euchre Tally Cards 
Bezique Cards 
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PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 
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Ladies Fine Hosiery 
$}EeS1OO “5 pues *y 


JUST RECEIVED—The latest novelties in fine Dress 
Goods for Spring Costumes. CHOICK PATTERN 
BONNETS. Our stock of Fancy Trimmings, both for 
Millinery and Dresses, excel all previous seasons, and we 
respectfully invite an early inspection. A special line of 
6-Button Length Derby Gloves for Easter, #1. 50. 

VES AND PERFUMERY 


GLO 
WM. STITT &CO., 11 & 13 King 8t. E., Toronto 


A TONE OF PEARLY BRILLIANCY 


O make a piano that 
would answer every 
requirement of Art- 
ist or Student. has 
been our aim in 
placing before the 
public the new scale 
Dominion Piano. 
In this piano is com- 
bined in a degree 
hitherto unknown 
in Canadian pianos, 
that pearly brilliancy 

of tone and delicacy of regulation found 

only in a few of the high class pianos of the 
world. 

These pianos hava in the few months they 
have been before the Toronto public wona 
golden reputation on their superior merits. 

Our Warerooms are central. We are al- 
ways pleased to have visitors or customers 
calland see and hear these new pianos. To 
purchasers our terms are liberal and prices 
honest. 

DOMINION PIANO AND ORGAN CO. 


Warerooms—68 King St. West 





Fashionable Toilet Preparations 


Recamier Cream 

Recamier Balm 

Recamier Freckle Lotion 

Recamier Powder 

Recamier Soaps 
Invigorating Lavender Salts 


TO BE HAD AT 


McARTHUR’S DRUG STORE 


230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter 
Telephone 479 
‘THE TORONTO ART GALLERY, WITH 
dressing and smoking rooms, is avail- 
able for “‘ Private Balis,” ‘At Homes,” “ Re- 
ceptions.” Rent—Afternoons, $20; even- 
ings, $35. Apply GEO. C. DOWNES, at 
the Gallery. 


TAKE THE OLD RELIABLE 


CUNARD 


SS. LINE 


FOR EUROPE 


8.8. ETRURIA, MARCH 21 


W.A.GEDDES - - _ Agent 
69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


M ISS MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST, 
Is prepared for the balance of the season to sell 


Millinery Goods, Veilings, Ribbons, Ete. 
AT GREATLY REDUCED RATES. 
Also Costumes, Trimmings and Fans. 
SPECIAL, 


The Dressmaking department is still under competent 
management. 


WINTER 


TRANSATLANTIC 


LOW RATES NOW IN FORCE 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 5.5. and R.R. Agt., 72 Yonge Street, Toreate 


N. G. LLOYD S.S. LINE 


Patronized by those who desire comfort 
with excellence 
Fast route to Southampton, London, and Continent. 





BR: BOOS aa bee sak ace aice es Wednesday, March 18 
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WINTER RATES NOW IN FORCE 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 
72 Yonge St., Torento. 


QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY 
BERMUDA 


Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 


BARBADOS 
Trinidad and West Indies, EVERY 10 DAYS, 
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary Quebec 8.8. Co., Quebec. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 
72 Wonge Street, Terente, 





Nowadays. 
Master De Wilbee Riche—Nurse! who was 
zat lady wiv ze dog, zat tissed me dus’ now ? 
Nurse—W hy, dear, that was your mama 
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So I somewhat lung for Easter 

When my appetite may feast her 
Full extent, 

(When society's more sunny 

Tho’ I’m saving lots of money 
During Lent.) 


No new ties, nor gloves, nor flowers, 
No swell suppers—no late hours 
I enjoy— 


Boudoir Gossip. 


A plentiful supply of hair, if it be of good 
cqlor and well kept, is a blessing to either a 
woman or aman. Many a face owes its attract- 
iveness to a pretty frame of hair. As to color, 
we usually credit the black-haired person with 
moodiness, jealousy and strength of purpose if 
the features bear it out. The brown hair be- 


















Babies and Children 





We make a specialty of photo- 
graphing smail children and 
es. 


A trial wiil convince 
you that we excel in that line. 
J. C. WALKER & CO. 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 






































































































a longs to those of gentler dispositions, who tonite < manta: Studio—Cor. Yonge and Tem. 
m have more of the practical in their nature, and Headed boy. Wonren Jace. , perance Streets 
5 less of the commanding genius, but strong . 
o. energy if the hair itself is not too fine and Why do men who preach, teach, act or sing 
weak. The red-haired girl has aiways been | wear beards? Todo the actors and the vocal- 
@ credited with a non-angelic temper and a warm | ists justice, it is seldom that they offend in 
. heart. Pure blonde hair (a Ja Dame Nature) is | this particular, but ministers too often allow 
oO supposed to crown the heads of cheerful, mild- | a growth of whiskers to seriously interfere 
oO mannered people, whose hearts beat less wildly | with their enunciation and to rob their ad- 
> and whose minds run in the trodden paths. dresses of much force by denying to their audi- >— ZOPESA CHEMICAL CO. TORONTO 
° In hair-dressing among women, there are | enca the varying expressions of their mouths. | —————— 
pa now as ever, frizzy heads, carefully-tortured | I listened on Sunday night last, toa clergy- As Good as New 
n puffs, and a due accompaniment of coiled | man whose beard hung down some eight or 
braids. While I have noticed some odd man- | ten inches. His sombre clerical garb matched | Ladies can have nee, a made equal 
nerisms in the arrangement of women’s crown- | his eyes, and asI stared at his curious physi- : 
ing glory, I have been more deeply interested | ogomy the black beard resolved itself intoa L. A. STACKHOUSE = ar eee 
in the arrangement and disarrangement of | parc of the coat, and seemed to extend in a box ot Eomee Sorees 
the natural covering of men’s heads, Because | plait from the second button. Reaching his ‘GOO EA 
men keep their hair*short, and bestow little | nose it divided and two strips met his hair at a seers en oa san cde aga | 
care upon its training, there is considerable | the sides, The awful blackness was depress-| CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE adelsio] ala STORE 
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There is no heart £0 poor but gives 
If it but will, a treasure 

Richer than any kings may own, 
Greater than tims can measure. 

No life can e’er be poor and cold, 
Or craving some new blessing, 

That hath and holdeth fairy gold, 
Love’s gracious self possessing. 


People talk of veils as vanities and denounce 
them as fads, and I hope all women-kind will 
rise and defend the gauzy, expensive, dear, 
delightful things. They are too useful to be 
cast aside and we can bring forth abundant 
reason for their universal adoption. In the 
first place, they are a protection against the 
cutting winds of winter, They keep at least 
one half the dust from finding a lodging in our 
pores, They hold rebellious bangs in leash, 
and defy the March winds or the swiftly al- 
ternating rain and snow to ‘take out the 
curl.” They hide worn hat brims, They shade 


Love soundeth depths that none may reach 
With any common plummet, 

It leadeth up to heights beyond 
Th's work-a-day life’s summit. 

A little tender, human love, 
Just at the right time given, 

Goes far to make this sad old earth 
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Among them was the ability to inculcate cour- 
age, insure safety amid danger, and crown 
hazardous enterprises with perfect success, 


rest of the world. 
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The World, The Flesh and The Devil 
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CHAPTER XII. be apn and a ae Erosts, be pe ng 
én ‘ . . unts, an uncans. e put away noth- 
OUT WENT MY HEARTS NEW FIRE AND LEFT | ing out of the big fees that had been pouring in 
IT COLD. for the last fifteen years of his life. He used 


Gerard Hillersdon and Mrs. Champion met | to talk about beginning to save next year, but 
but rarely during the month of May. Doomed that next year never came, The sale of the 
men are apt to linger beyond the hopes or | lease and furniture made a little fund for my 
anticipations of their medical attendants, and | mother and three unmarried daughters. For 
the famous physician from Cavendish square | me and my brothers the world was our oyster 
continued his bi-weekly visits through all the a" be opened as best we might. = 
bright long sunny days, given over to the per- ** You had scholarships to help you. 

tual pursuit of pleasure—a chase from which Yes, Greek and Latin were my only stock 

rs. Champion’s SC adeene face and form were | in trade. A friend of my father’s gave me a 
missing. ther figures there were as perfect, | small living within a couple of years of my 
other faces as famous for their charms; and it | entering priest’s ane on the strength of 
was only once in a way that one of the butter- | that I married, and took private pupils. I lost 
flies noted the absence of that queen butterfly; | my wife when Hetty was only twelve years 
it was only once in a way that friendship mur- | old, bu: things had begun to go wrong before 
mured with a sigh, “Poor Mrs. Champion,| then. My second living was in a low district, 
mewed up with an invalid husband all through | Village and vicarage on clay soil, too many 
this lovely season |” trees, and no drainage. . The devil's tooth of 

Edith Champion gave the fading life her | neuralgia fastened itself upon me, body and 
uttermost devotion. She had a keen sense of | bones, and my life for some years was a perpe- 
honor, after all—this wife who had gone on , tual fight with pain—like Paul I fought with 
loving her first lover all through her married | beasts—invisible beasts—that gnawed into my 
life. She had a more sensitive conscience than | soul. Here is my poor little domicile, I hardly 
her world would have readily believed. She | knew we had walked so far. 
wanted todo her duty to the dying husband, He had taken his homeward way automati- 
so that she might surrender herself heart and | cally, while Gerard walked beside him, through 
mind to a new life of gladness when he should | shabby streets of those small semi-detached 
be at peace, and yet feel no sting of remorse, | houses which the builder has devised for 
and yet have no dark, overshadowing memory | needy gentility and prosperous labor—here the 
to steal across her sunlight. healthy mechanic with five and thirty shil- 

With this laudable desire, she spent the | lings a week, corduroy trowsers and shirt 

eater part of her life at Finchley, where she | sleeves, there the sickly clerk, with a weekly 
fad taken a villa near the doctor's house, so as | guinea and a thread-bare alpaca coat; here 
to be within call by day or night. She isolated | clean and shining windows and flower boxes, 
herself from all friends and acquaintances ex- | there dirt and slatternliness, broken bottles, 
cept Gerard Hillersdon, and even him she saw | and weeds in the tiny forecourt, misery and 
only two or three times a week, driving into ; squalor in its most hideous aspect. Gerard 
London and taking tea in the cool Hertford | had marked the shabbiness of the neighbor- 
street drawing-room, with her nerves always | hood, and he felt that in the midst of this 
somewhat strained in the dread of some urgent | sordid labyrinth he should find his —— 
telegram that should call her back to her | though her hand would never have furnishe 
duties. him with the clue. 


**The end may contre at any moment,” she The house betore which Mr. Davenport 
said. ‘It would be dreadful if I were absent | stopped was no better than the other houses 
at the last.” which they had passed, but the best had been 

“Do you think it would really matter—to | made of its shabbiness, the forecourt was full 
him ?” asked Gerard. of stocks and carnations, and a row of Mary 

“I think it would. He rarely addresses me | lilies marked the boundary rail which divided 
by name, but I think he always knows me. He | this tiny enclosure from the adjacent patch. 
will take things from my hand—food or medi- | The window panes shone bright and clear, and 
cine—which he will not take from his nurses, | the window box was a hanging garden of ivy- 
They tell me he is much more restless when I | leafed geranium, yellow marguerites, and 
am not there. I can do very little for him, but | mignonette. ‘ ; 
if I can make him just a shade easier and| “ What a pretty little garden,” exclaimed 
calmer by sitting at his bedside, it is my duty Gerard. 
to be there. I feel that it is wrong even to be Yes, there are a good many flowers for 
away for a couple of hours this afternoon—but such a scrap of ground, Hettie and I are very 
if I did not leave him and that dreary, dreary |.fond of our garden—we've a goodish bit of 
house once in a way, I think my brain would | ground at the back. It’s about the only thin 
go as his has gone.” we can take any pride in with such surround- 


‘** Is the house so very dreadful?” ings as ours.” : 
“‘Dreadful, no. It is acharming house, well- And then, lingering at the gate, as Gerard 


furnished, the very pink of neatness, in the | lingered, the old man asked : 

midst of a delightful old garden, It is what * Will you come in and rest after your walk? 
one knows about it—the troubled minds that | I can give you a lemon squasb. 

have worn themselves out in those prim, or-| ‘* That’s a tempting offer upon one of the hot- 
derly rooms, the sleepless eyes that have stared | test afternoons we have had this year. Yes, I 
at those bright, pretty wallpapers, the agonies, | shall be glad to sit down for half an hour, if 
and wild delusions, the attempted suicides, the | you are sure I sha’n’t be in your way. 

lingering deaths! When I think of all those| ‘‘Ishall be very glad of your company. I 
things the silence of the house seems intoler- | get plenty of solitude when Hettie is out on 
able, the ticking of the clock a slow torture. | her long tramps to Knightsbridge. She often 
But you will teach me to forget all that by and | passes the house in which her grandfather used 
by. Gerard? You will teach meto forget, won't | to entertain some of the best people in London 
you?” —a work-girl, with a bundle under her arm. 

That was the only allusion she had ever made | Hard, ain't it? ’ 
of late to the near future. It was forgetfulness | He opened the door and admitted his visitor 
she yearned for, as the chief boon the future | into a passage fourteen feet by two teet six, 
could bestow. out of which opened the front parlor and gen- 

“You cannot think how long this summer | eral living room, a small room, nearly square, 
has seemed to me,” she said. “I hope I am | and with a little stunted cupboard on each side 
not impatient, that I would not hasten the end | of the fireplace. Gerard looked about him with 
by a single day—but the days and the hoursare | greedy eyes, noting every detail. 
terribly long.” The furniture was of the commonest, a pem- 

Half an Seer was the utmost respite that | broke table, half-a-dozen cane-bottomed chairs, 
Mrs. Champion allowed herself in that cool, | a sofa, such ascan only be found in lodging- 
perfumed room, tete-a tete with her frst lover, | house parlors; but there were a few things 
surrounded with all the old frivolities, the | which gave individuality to the room, and in 
dainty tea table, with tiny sandwiches, and | some wise redeemed its sorbid shabbiness. 
heaped up fruit, the automatic Japanese fan, | Fronting the window stood a capacious arm 
mounted on a bamboo stand, set in motion with | chair, covered with apple blossom chintz ; the 
the slightest touch, the new books and maga- | ugly sofa was draped with soft Japanese mus- 
zines scattered about, to be carried off in her | lin ; a cheap paperscreen of cool coloring broke 
Victoria presently, poor solace of wakeful | the ugly outline of the folding doors, and a few 
nights. Only half an hour of converse with the | little bits of old china and a row of books gave 
man she loved, broken into very often by some | Meaning to the wooden slabs at the top of the 
officious caller, who saw her carriage at the | dwarf cupboards. 
door, and insisted upon being let in. There was a bow! of flowers on the table, 

It seemed to her now and then that Gerard | vivid yellow corncockles, which brightened the 
was somewhat absent and restrained during | room like a patch of sunlight. 
these brief ¢ete-a tetes, but she attributed his; “Try that easy chair,” said Davenport, “it’s 
languid manner to the depressing nature of all | uncommonly comfortable. 
she had to tell him. Her own low spirits com- | , “ Thanks, no,” seating himself near the win- 
municated themselves to him. dow, ‘‘this will do very nicely. That’s your 

‘* We are so thoroughly in sympathy,” she | chair, I know.’ es 
told herself. | “It is,” sighed the old man sinking into its 

He left her one afternoon late in June,andin- | cushioned depths. “It was Hettie’s present 
stead of going into the park where the triple | on my last birthday. Poor child, she worked 
rank of carriages by the Achilles statue offered | extra hard to save enough money to buy this 
a bouquet of high-bred beauty, end the latest | chair from a broker in the King’s road. It was 
triumphs of court dressmakers to the eye of | @ shabby old chair when I first saw it—but I 
the lounger, he walked past the Alexandra | was caught by the comfortable shape—and I 
Hotel and dropped into Sloane street, and | told my poor girl I'd seen a second-hand chair 
thence to Chelsea. His feet had taken him in | that looked the picture of comfort. She didn’t 
that direction very otten of late. seem to take much notice of what I said, and 

He had found no difficulty in discovering | the next time I passed the dealer’s yard—where 
Hester's dwelling-place, for on his way to the | the chair used to stand in the open air amongst 
St. Cecilia Club he had stumbled against old | a lot of other things—it was gone. I told 
Davenport, bottle-nosed, shabby, but wearing | Hettie it had disappeared, ‘Sold, I suppose,’ 
clean linen, carefully brushed clothes, and with | said she, ‘what a pity!’ And nearly a year 
a rtain survival of his old Oxford manner. | afterwards, on my birthday, the chair was 

Neither drunken habits nor dark vicissitudes | brought in, freshly covered, as you see it, My 
had impaired the old man’s memory. He poor girl had been paying for it by d 8,8 
recognized Hiilersdon ata glance, and cordi- | shilling or two at a time, ever since I men- 
ally returned his greeting. tioned it to her. How proud and happy we 

“ Wonderful changes have come about since | both were that day, in spite of our poverty. I 
we saw each other in Devonshire, Mr. Hillers- | remember when was at the university my 
don,” he said. ‘“‘I have gone very low down | brothers and sisters and I clubbed together to 
the ladder of fortune, and you have gone very | buy a silver tea kettle for my mother on her 
high up. I congratulate you upon your good | silver-wedding day—and it only resulted in 
luck—not undeserved ; certainly not. It was a} general mortification. She was sorry we had 
brave deed, my dear young friend, and merited {| spent our money—and she didn’t like the shape 
a handsome reward. I read the story in the | of the kettle. 1t was half covered with a long 
newspapers,” inscription, so we couldn’t change it, and I 

“A much exaggerated version of the truth, | know two of my sisters were ia tears about it 
no doubt. I'll walk your way, if you please, | before the day was over. But 1 must make you 
Mr. Davenport. I should like to hear how the | that lemon squash—-nwne est bibendum. er- 
world has used you.” haps, though, you’d perfer a John Collins?” 

**Scurvily, sir, very scurvily ; but perhaps no | with a curiousiy interrogative look. “There 
worse than I deserved. You remember what | isn't any gin in the house, but I could send for 
Hamlet says : ‘ Use every man after his desert, | a bottle, if you like.” 
and who shall ‘scape whipping?’ I don’t like ‘*I much prefer the unsophisticated lemon, 
to take you out of your way, Mr. Hillersdon.” | though I envy a city waiter the facility with 

‘My way is no way. I was only strolling-- | which he made his name a part of the convivial 
with no settled purpose.” | vocabulary. Falstaff could not have done 

They were on the Chelsea embankment, | more.” 
where the old houses of Cheyne walk still re- Mr. Davenport opened one of the dwarf cup- 
eall the old world quiet of a day that, is dead, | boards and produced tumblers, lemons, and 
while the Suspension Bridge and Battersea | pounded sugar. Then he went out of the room, 
Park tell of an age that means change and pro- | and reappeared in a few minutes with a jug of 
gress. fresh water. His narrow means did not per- 

** You like old Chelsea and its associations,” | mit the luxury of asyphon. He concocted the 
said Davenport. two glasses of lemonade carefully and deliber- 

‘*Very much. I remember the place when I | ately, Gerard Hillersdon watching him all the 
was a boy, and I recognize improvement every- | time ina melancholy reverie, but the image 
where ; but I grieve over the lost landmarks, | that filled his mind was that of the absent 
Don Saltero, the old narrow Cheyne walk, the | daughter, not the form of the father bodily 
sober shabbiness——” present to his eye. 

“There are older things that I remember—in He was thinking of yonder easy chair, paid 
the days when my people lived in Lowndes | for in solitary shillings, the narrow margin left 
square, and I used to come fresh from Balliol | from the bare necessities of daily life. He 
to take my fill of pleasure in the London | thought of that refined and delicate face, that 
season, My father was a prosperous Q. C., a | slender fragile form, far too finely made for 
man employed in all the great cases where in | life’s common uses—thought of her daily de- 
tellect and oratory were wanted. He was /| privations, her toilsome walks, her wearisome 
earning a fine income—though not half as | monotonous work. 
much as your famous silk gowns earn nowa- Yes, there was the modern wheel upon which 
days—and he spent as fast ashe earned. He | feminine poverty is racked—the sewing ma- 
had a large family and was very liberal to his | chine. It stood in front of the window b 
children—and when he died, in the prime of | which he was siitin She had covered it wit 
life, he left his widow and family the fag-end | a piece of art muslin, giving an air of pretti- 
of a lease, a suite of Louis Quatorze furniture, | ness even to the instrument of her toil. A 
already out of fashion, a choice collection of ' pair of delf candlesticks stood on a little table 











near the machine, with the candles burnt low 
in the sockets. She had been working late last 
night, perhaps. It maddened him to think 
that out of ail his wealth he could do nothing 
to help her—she would take nothing out of his 
superabundance. If he were to heed the ap- 
peals of all the strangers who wrote to him— 
pouring out their domestic secrets, their needs 
and troubies, in eight-page letters, he might 
give away-every penny of his income—but this 
®ne woman, whom he yearned to help, would 
take —— This was Fate’s sharpest irony. 
He sipped his lemonade and discussed the 
political situation with Dr. Davenport, whose 
chief occupation was to read the papers at the 
Free Library, and who was an ardent politician. 
—— in the hope of seeing Hester before 

e left. 

It was nearly four o'clock, and the June 
afternoon had a drowsy warmth which was 
fast beguiling old Nicholas Davenport into 
slumber. His words were coming “ey slowly, 
and he gradually sank into a blissful silence, 
and was off upon that rapid dream-journey 
which takes the sleeper into a new world in an 
instant—plunges him among people that mo- 
ment invented, whom he seems to have known 
all his life. 

A bee was humming amongst the sweet- 
scented stocks, and a town butterfly was flut- 
tering about the mignonette. A hawker's cr 
in the next street came with a musical sound, 
as if the hawker had been some monotonous 
bird with a song of only three notes. Still 
Gerard lingered, hoping that the old man 
would wake presently and resume the conver- 
sation. He was in despair at the idea of leav- 
ing without seeing Hester. 

Fie wanted to see that delicately modelled 
face—the face in the Sposalizio—in the day- 
light. He wanted to be her friend, if she 
would let him. What harm would there be in 
such a friendship? They were too completely 
severed by the iron wall of circumstances ever 
to become lovers. But friends they might be— 
friends for mutual help and comfort. e could 
share with her the good things of this life. She 
could spiritualize his lower nature by the 
influence of that child-like purity, which set 
her apart from the common world. 

He heard a light footstep and then the click 
ofalatch. She was at the gate, she was com- 
ing in,a slim and graceful figure ina light 
cambric gown, and a sailor hat, sucha neat 
little white straw hat, which cast pearly 
shadows on the exquisite cheek and chin, and 
darkened the violet eyes. 

She started and blushed crimson on soning 
him, and cast a despairingly reproachful loo 
at her father who had risen confusedly in the 
midst of a dream. Gerard had risen as she 
entered, and stood facing her. 

**Don’t be angry with your father or with me, 
Miss Davenport. We happened to meet each 
other an hour ago on the enbankment, and I 
walked home withhim, And now that Iam 
admitted to your home you will let me bring 
my sister, I hope. She will be glad to renew 
her old friendship with you. Do not hold her 
at arm’s length, even if you shut your door 
ee me. You know hew sympathetic 
she is.” 

Hester did not answer him fora minute or 
so. She sank into a chair, and took off the 
neat little sailor hat, and passed her hand 


across her brow, smoothing the soft rippling 


hair which shadowed the low, broad forehead. 


She looked tired and harassed, almost too 


weary for speech, and at last, when speech 
came, there was a languor in her tone, an 
accent as of one who submits to fate. 


** Yes, I remember,” she said, ‘‘ your sister 


was always good and sweet. She was very 
kind to me; some of my happiest hours were 
spent with her. But that is all past and done 
with. Itis hardly kind of you to ask meto 
rememb2r—— ” 

**T don’t want you to remember the old life. 
I only want you to open your heart toan old 
friead, who will help to make your present 


life happier. Lilian may come, may she not? 


I can see you mean yes.” 

‘“* How can I say no, when you are so eayer to 
do me a kindness?” and then she glanced at the 
old man piteously. “If father does not mind 
a face that will recall his residence at Helm- 
sleigh and all he suffered there.” 

**No, no, Hettie, I don’t mind. I have suf- 
fered too much, and in too many places, since 
the Pain-devil stuck his claws into me, It the 
people who blame me—who talk of me asa 
drunken old dotard—could suffer an hour of 
the agony I have suffered off and on for months 
at a stretch, they would be a little more charit- 
able in their judgments. I am not blaming 
your father, Mr. Hillersdon ; he was very good 
tome. He bore with me as jong as he could, 
till at last I disgraced myself. It was a terrible 
scandal; no man could bear up against it. I 
felt after that night all was over.” 

**Don’t, father, don’t speak of it.” 

**T must, Hettie. I want to tell Mr. Hillers- 
don all that you have been to me—what a 
heroine, what a martyr!” 

‘* Nonsense, father! I have only done what 
other daughters are doing all the world over. 
And thank God you are better now! You have 
had very little of the old pain for the last two 
years. ou are stronger and better, living as 
you do now, than when—when you were ae 
cone, Your neuralgia will never come back, 

ope.” 

+ tf Miss Hillersdon doesn't mind visiting us 
in this shabby lod ng we shall be very pleased 
to see her,” said Mr. Davenport, brushing away 
a remorseful tear. ‘‘It cuts me to the heart 
that my poor girl has not a friend ia the world, 
except Lady Jane Twyford.” 

His request being granted, Gerard had no 
excuse for delaying his departure. He offered 
his hand to Hester as he said good-bye, and 
when her slender fingers touched his own, his 
cheek and brow flushed as if a wave of fire had 

over his face, and his eyes grew dim; 
only for a moment, but that fiery wave had 
never clouded his vision at the touch of any 
other woman—not even Edith Champion, to 
whom he had given the devotion of years. His 
heart was beating violently as he walked alo 
the shabby street, past gardens that were fu 
of summer flowers, and forecourts that were 
no better than rubbish heaps, past squalid indi- 
gence and struggling poverty. It was not till 
be pulled up under the shadow of the trees in 
Cheyne walk that the sense of a t joy ora 
great trouble began to abate, and he was able 
to think calmly. 

He seated himself on a bench near the river, 
and waited till his quickened pulses beat in a 
more tranquil measure. 

‘*T am a fool,” he muttered. “ Why should 
her beauty agitate me like this. I have seen 
beautiful women before to-day—women in the 
zenith of their beauty, not pallid and worn like 
thfs woman. The woman who is to be my wife 
is handsomer, and in a grander style of beauty. 
And yet, because this one is forbidden fruit 
every nerve is strained, every pulse is racing. 
I am a fool, and the worst of fools, remember- 
ing what old Dr. South told me. Is this spar- 
ing myself, is this husbanding my resources? 
To be so moved by such a trivial cause—not to 
be able to admire a beautiful face without be- 
ing shaken as if by an earthquake.” 

e remembered the book upon his writin 

table, the Peau de Chagrin, that story whic 
had an irresistible fascination for him, every 
page of which he had hung over many a night 

n his hours of lonely thought, How vain had 
been Valentine’s endeavor to lead the pas- 
sionless life in which the oil in the ae burns 
slowly. But he hoped to prove himself wiser 
than Balzac’s ill-fated hero. He, too, had 
planned for himself an existence free from all 
strong emotions. In his life of millionaire and 
man of fashion there were to be no agitations, 
He looked forward to a future union with 
Edith as a haven of rest. Married to a woman 
whom he had loved long enough to take love 
for granted, a woman whose fidelity had been 
tested by time, whose constancy he need never 
doubt, for him life would glide softly onward 
with measured easy pace to sober middle age, 
and even to the gray dignity of wealthy ana 
honored age. But he, like Valentine, had been 
warned against the drama and ssion of life. 
He was to be, not to act or to suffer. 
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And fora mere transient fancy, the charm 
of a pensive countenance, the romance of pati. 
ent poverty, he had let his veins run liquid 
fire, his heart beat furiously. He was ashamed 
of his own inconsistency ; and presently seeing 
a hansom sauntering along under the trees 
with a horse that looked like a gros mover, he 
hailed the man and asked if his horse were 
fresh enough to drive as far as Finchley. 
Naturally the reply was yes, and in the next 
minute he was being carried swiftly through 
the summer dust with his face to the north. 

He had often meditated this drive to the 
northern suburb with his own horses, and 
then it ha@ seemed to him that to approach the 
house in which Mr. Champion was lengthening 
out the lees of life would be an error in taste, 
although he and the dying man had been upon 
the friendliest terms since Edith’s marriage. 
This afternoon he felt acurious eagerness to 
see the woman to whom he had bound him- 
self, a feverish anxiety which subjugated 
all scruples. 

He drove to the house Mrs. Champion had 
hired for herself, a small villa, in a well kept 
garden. It was past eight when he rang the 
bell, and the lawn and flower beds were golden 
in the sunset. He expected to find Edith 
Champion at dinner, and had made up his 
mind to dine with her, tete-a tete perhaps, for 
the first time in their lives. 

Dinner was out of the question, for the pres- 
ent at any rate. One of the match footmen 
whose faces he knew in Hertford street came 
strolling in a leisurely way across the lawn, 
pipe in mouth, to answer the bell, suddenly 
pocketed his pipe and changed his bearing on 
recognizing Mr. Hillersdon, and informed him 
that Mrs. Chiemotde was at Kendal House, and 
that Mr. Champion was very bad. 

‘* Worse than usual, do you suppose?” asked 


e fe 

“I’m afraid so, sir. Mrs. Champion came 
home at half-past seven, but a messenger come 
for her while she was dressing for dinner, and 
she just put on her cloak, and ran across the 
road | without evena hat. I'm afraid it’s the 


end, 

** Which is Kendal House ?” 

*T’ll show you, sir.” 

The footman stalked out into the road with 
that slow and solemn stalk which is taught to 
footmen, and which is pombees an element in 
the trade unionism of domestic service—a 
studied slowness of movement in all things, 
lest porshanes one footman should at any time 
do the work of two. Mrs. Champion’s footman 
was a person of highest quality, and was even 
now oppressed with a sense of resentment at 
having to perform his duties single-handed at 
Finchley, while his vellow lacquey was leading 
a life of luxurious idleness in Hertford street. 

He pointed out a carriage entrance in a wall 
a little further up the road, and on the opposite 
side of the way, and to this gate Ge hur- 
ried, and entered « highly respectable en- 
closure, a circular lawn girt with gravel drive, 
shrubberies hiding the walls, and in front of 
him a stately square stone house with classic 
portico, and two wings, suggesting drawing- 
room and billiard-room. 

The first glance at those numerous windows 

ve hima shock. All the blinds were down. 

t was over, he thought, Edith Champion was 
a widow. 

Yes, it was over. The sober, elderly man 
servant who opened the door to him informed 
him that Mr. Champion had breathed his last 
at five minutes to eight. Mrs, Champion was 
just in time to be present at his last moments. 

he end had been peaceful and painless. 

Edith Champion came downstairs, accom- 
panied by the doctor, while the servant was 
talking, her eyes streaming. She saw Gerard, 
and went across the hall to him. 

**It is all over,” she said, agitatedly. ‘‘He 
knew me at the last—knew me and spoke my 
name, just as I thought he would. Thank God 
I was there; I was not too late for that last 
word. I did not think I could feel it so much, 
after those long days and weeks of anticipa- 
tion.” 

**Let me take _ over to your own house,” 
Gerard said, gently. 

She was in her dinner-dress of black gauze 
and silk, with a light summer cloak flung 
loosely about her, her white throat rising out 
of the gauzy blackness like a Parian column, 
her dark eyes drowned in tears, and tears still 
wet on her e cheeks, All that was tender 
and womanly in her nature had been shaken 
by that final parting. If she had sold herself 
to the rich man as his slave he had been a most 
indulgent master, and her slavery had been of 
the lightest. 

The doctor attended her to the threshold, 
and she went out leaning on Gerard's arm. 
Even in the midst of her natural regret there 
was sweetness in the thought that henceforth 
she belonged to him. It was his privilege and 
rw duty to protect her, to think for her in all 

ngs. 

* You will telegraph to my husband's solici- 
tor,” she said to the doctor, falteringly, as she 
cote | her tears. oe | Rd yroper per- 
son to arrange everything with you, I suppose. 
I shall not leave the Laurels tilatter——" 

“T understand,” interrupted the doctor, sav- 
ing her the pain of that final word, ‘All shall 
be arranged without troubling you more than 
is absolutely necessary.” 

**Good night,” she said, offering her hand. 
“I shall not forget how kind and thoughtful 
you always were. He could not have been 


better cared for.” . 

Gerard led her out of the formal enclosure, 
where the conifers and evergreens were darken- 
ing under the shadowsof night. The gate was 
open at the Laurels, and the stately footman 
was on the watch for her, his powdered head 
bared to the evening breeze. Within there 
were lights and the brightness of flowers, 
dinner ready to be served. 

**You will take something, I hope?” said 
Gerard, when the butler announced dinner, 

They had gone into the drawing-room, and 
she was sitting with her face hidden in her 
hands, 

‘* No, no, I could not eat anything,” and then 
to the butler, “Mr. Hillersdon willdine. You 
can serve dinner for him, and tell George to 
bring me some tea here,” 

“*Then let me have a cup of tea with you,” 
said Gerard. ‘‘Iam no more in the mood for 
dining than yes are.” 

This gratified her, even in the midst of her 
sorrows. Women have an exaggerated idea of 
the value which men set upon dinner, and no 
sacrifice propitiates them so surely as the sur- 
render of that meal. 

Edith Champion did not argue the point. 
She only gave a little sigh, and dried her tears, 
and became more composed. 

‘I think I did my duty to him,” she said 
presently. 

‘*Most thoroughly. You made him happy, 
which is more than many a wife can say about 
a husband she has adored,” answered Gerard. 

The footman brought in the tea table, and 
lighted the candles on the mantel-piece and 
piano, and drew the curtains, with an air of 
wishing to dispel any funereal gloom which the 
shadow of that dark event at Kendal House 
had spread over the room. He and the other 
servants had been talking about the funeral, 
and their mourning already, speculating as to 
whether Mr. Champion had left legacies to 
such of his servants as had been with him, 
“* say a year,” concluded George, footman, who 
had been in the service fourteen months, 

Mrs. Champion made a little motion of her 
hand towards the teapot, and George poured 
out tpe tea. She felt that the etiquette of 
grief Would not allow her to perform that ac- 
customed office. She sat still, and allowed 
herself to be waited upon, and sipped and 
sighed, while Gerard sipped in pensive 
silence, 

He was thinking that this was the second 
time within a very few hours that he was tak- 
ing tea with Edith Champion, and yet what a 
gap those few hours had cloven across his life. 

he woman he had loved so long, and to whom 
he had irrevocably pledged himself, was free 
from her bondage. ere could be no longer 
doubt or hesitancy in their relations. A cer- 
tain interval must be conceded to the preju- 
dices of society, and then, at the end of that 
ceremonial widowhood this woman, whom he 
had loved so long, would lay aside her weeds, 
and put on her wedding gown, ready to 
stand beside him at thealtar. For monthe he 
had known that Mr. Champion's end was im- 
minent, and yet to-night it seemed to him as if 
he had never expected the man to die. 

The silence was growing oppressive before 
either the lady or her guest found speech. The 
footman had retired, leaving the tea table in 
front of his mistress, and they were alone 


again. 

** You will not remain in this house after the 
funeral, of course,” said Gerard, having cast 
about for something to say. 

**No, I shall leave England immediately. I 
have been thinking of my — while you and 
I have been sitting here. I hate myself for my 
egotism ; but I could not go on thinking of— 
him. It would dono good. I shall not easily 
ae him, poor fellow. His face and his voice 
will be in - thoughts for a long time to come 
—but I could not help thinking of myself too. 
It seems so strange to be free—to be able to 
go just where I like—not to be obliged to follow 
aroucine. I shall f° to Switzerland as soon as 
Ican get ready. shall take Rosa Gresham 
with me, She is givers enchanted to turn her 
back upon that adorable parish of hers,” 

* But why should you go away?” 

“It will be best. IfI were to stay in Eng- 
land you and I would be meeting, and now— 
now that he is gone people weal rake up the 
past, and say ill-natu things about us. It 
will be far better that we should see very little 
of each other till the year of my widowhood is 
over; a long time, Gerard, almost long enough 
for you to forget me.” 

er tone implied that sach forgetfulness 
must needs be impossible. 


JAMOMA 


is a blend of Java, Mocha and Mara- 
caibo Coffee, especially roasted and 
ground for Hereward Spencer & Co., 
Tea and Coffee Merchants, and sold 
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63 1-2 King Street West 
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** What if I refuse to submit to such a separa- 
tion, even to propitiate Mrs. Grundy? We 
have treated that worthy personeee in @ very 
off-hand manner hitherto, hy should we be- 
gin to care about her?” 

** Because everything is different now he is 
gone. While my husband approved of my life 
a could presume to take objection to 
anything I might do, but I stand alone now 
and must take care of my good name—your 
future wife’s good name, Gerard!” 

“How sweetly you put the questioa. But 
my dear Edith, must we really be parted so 
long? Could people talk about us if you and I 
were living in the same town, seeing each 
other every day?” 

“You don’t know how ill natured people 
can be. Indeed, Gerard, it will be better for 
both our sakes,” 

** Not for my sake,” he said earnestly. 

He had gone to Finchley that evening upon 
a sudden impulse, as if he had been flying from 
an unimagined peril. He had felt, eT as 
if his first love were as away from him, 
as if fn effort were needed to strengthen the 
old bonds; and now the woman who should 
have helped him to be true was about to for- 
sake him—to sacrifice inclination and happi- 
ness to the babbling crowd. 

** What can it matter how people talk of us?” 
he cried impetuously. ‘* We have to think of 
ourselves, and our own happiness. Remember 
how short life is. and what need we have to 
husband our brief span of years. Why waste 
a year, or half a year, upon conventionalities? 
Let me go with you wherever you go. Let us 
be married next week.” 

* No, no, no, Gerard. God knows, I love you, 
only too dearly, but I will not be guilty of 

deliberate disrespect to him who has gone. 
He was always good to me—kind and indul- 
gent toa fault. should have been a better 
wife, perhaps, if he had been a tyrant. I will 
not insult him in his grave. I year hence; a 
year from this day I shall belong to you!” 

** And Mrs, Grundy will have no fault to find 
with you. ‘Content to dwell in decencies for 
ever,” quoted Gerard, with a touch of scorn. 


** Well, you must have your own way. I have- 


leaded, and you have answered. Good night. 

suppose I shall be allowed to bid you good 
a railway station before you leave 

ngland.” 

**Of course, Rosa shall write to you about 
our plans directly they are settled. You will 
be at the funeral, Gerard, will you not?” 

* “ Naturally. Once more good night.” 

They clasped hands, she tearful still, ready 
to break down again at any moment, and so he 
left her. 

The hansom had waited for him, the horse's 
head in a nosebag, the driver asleep on his 
perch. 

“Only a year, and you are mine as I am 
yours,” mused Gerard, as he was driven west- 
ward. ‘“ Buta year sometimes makes a wide 
gap in a life, hat will it do in mine?” 


(To be Continued.) 





Competition. 

In order to ascertain the views of chemists 
throughout Great Britain as to which of the 
remedies for outward application had the larg- 
est sale and greatest popularity, The Chemist 
and Druggist instituted a past card competi- 
tion, each dealer to name ona post card the 
preparation’ which had the largest sale and 
was the most popular with customers, and the 

ublishers received 635 of these cards, with the 
ollowing results : 
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Rough on the Old Man. 

Aime Millet, the French sculptor, who died a 
few weeks ago, was an habitue of the Divan 
Lepelletier, a Bohemian club in Paris fre- 
quented by artists, authors, and newspaper 
men. His best friend in the club was Peul 
Duplessis, the novelist, who long edited the 
feuilleton in the Patrie. The two men had a 
standing engagement to meet at the club every 
evening shortly before dinner. One evening 
when Duplessis was late, Millet strode impati- 
ently up and down the reception room, striking 
his hands before and behind him, and eagerly 
eyeing his watch every five minutes. Finally 
Lo we ges arrived, forty-five minutes late. 
Millet sprang to him and caught him by both 
shoulders. 

** What’s the matter?” ejaculated the novel- 
ist. 
“A question,” answered Millet. ‘‘ My father 
reads your serial novel in the Patrie with tre- 
mendous care and interest. Yesterday you 
left the countess in a most critical position. 
She had fallen into an ambush of those who 
were intent on getting her out of the way. 
Must she really die?” 

* Yes,” answered Duplessis,” she must die. 
She will be killed with a dagger thrust by the 
Corsican Assiani.” 

Millet dropped into a chair, struck his fist on 
the table and exclaimed : 

**T have no luck—no luck at al!. 

“But what has that to do with my 
countess?” asked the novelist. 

‘Everything. My father bet with me that 
the countess would die. I took his bet, be- 
cause I thought you would be obliged to rescue 
her from her perilous position so as to use her 
in the rest of the story.” 

**How much did you bet ?” 

‘Ten louis d’or,” 

‘*The devil you did! That’s too much.” 

‘*Yes, yes, too much, and I with all my 
debts,” wailed Millet, ‘*Can’t you help me?” 

Duplessis reflected a minute, looked at his 
watch, and said: 

**It is nine o’clock. The page on which my 
story appears will go to press in half an hour. 
If we hurry we may reach the offics in time to 
save the countess.” 

In an instant Millet was in the street shout- 
ing for a caband Duplessis was close behind 
him, Both men were hatless. The cab came, 
they jumped in, and drove off like mad to the 
office of the Patrie. They arrived there at the 
last minute. The section of the novel prepared 
for the next day was hastily withdrawn and a 
harmless African story was shoved into its 
place. Duplessis worked all night saving the 
countess, and appeared on the following after- 
noon at the Patrie office with a revised edition 


of the next chapters of his novel. The countess | 


had been saved and with her Millet’s ten louis 
d'or. 

A London paper says: “Laughter is fre- 
quent enough in the House of Commons; but 
never did the assemblage of a nation's wisdom 
laugh more loudly or heartily than it did on 
that memorable evening last week, when the 
Hon. Member for Bosworth calmly sat down in 
the glass of water which he placed on his seat, 
in case his flow of eloquence might unexpect 
edly dry up. Even the sedate Speaker joined in 
the merriment, while the energetic earnestness 
with which the unfortunate man proceeded, 
with the aid of borrowed handkerchiefs, to mop 
up the fluid from that portion of his attire 
which he could f but which he vainly strove 
to be would have worthy the pencil of 





The Wabash Line 

Is the shortest and quickest route from Can- 
ada to Chicago, St. Louis, Kansas City, Cali 
fornia, Mexico and all points west and south. 
the only line running free reclining chair car- 
from Detroit to St. Louis and Kansas City. 
The Wabash runs the finest aleeping and chair 
ears in the world. Ask your nearest ticket 
agent for tickets via this route. J. A. Richard- 
son, Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide 
etreet east. 
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Clever Aunt Kate. 


— 


“It ain’t no use in a-goin’ agin your pa, 
Jennie,—he’s had his own way ‘round here con- 
tinual, for more’n thirty years, an’ you'll jest 
hev to give in, no use talkin’ at him. ’T only 
makes him wuss.” 

Poor little Mrs, Olcott had been accustomed 
during the whole of her married life to ‘‘ jest 
give in,” and her only chance of peace was in 
yielding to her selfishly determined husband, 
and allowing him to carry his point without 
opposition. 

ennie was differently constituted. She in- 
herited her father’s strong will and he had, 
much to his surprise, suddenly discovered an 
opgoues force in his youngest child. 

he had been away from home for nearly 
three years—this pretty, brown-haired girl 
with the determined face and graceful car- 
riage, and the father secretly admired and 
almost feared her. A wealthy and childless 
aunt in the city had besought Jennie to share 
her home, and Bie Olcott's pretty ‘laughter, 
though clinging to the farm, with all its dear 
memories of childhood and childhood’s joys, 
chose wisely when she yielded to her aunt’s 
request. It was better—far better for her, for 
even after her going, there were plenty of 
children to keep the miserly old farmer in a 
perpetual grumble about money matters, 

It was May and the country was one glad 
smile, 80 Jennie hailed with delight the pros- 
pect of a visit to her home, assuming very 
willingly the responsibility of housekeeping 
while her two unmarried sisters attended the 
wedding of a cousin in a distant town. 

This morning she was cooking, and with her 
sleeves rolled above her elbows stood beside 
the kitchen table. In one hand she held an 
earthen plate while the clip, clip, clip of a fork 
= noisily as she whipped some eggs toa 
roth. 

“Yer sisters hed to marry to suit him,” 
wailed the nervous little woman, ‘‘an you'll 
hev to, too; ef you don’t there be awful fusses, 
“= jest better give in.” 

hat morning the father had spoken to 
Jennie of. a young farmer, whom he termed a 
“likely catch.” She had‘expressed her opinion 
of him in so decided a way as to alarm Mr, O)- 
cott for the safety of his much prized authority. 

He was wont to speak of himself as a mar- 
velous example of the patriarch. ‘Make ’em 
mind,” he would say. ‘‘Keep yer household 
beneath yer feet; govern ‘em well, an’ they’'li 
git along.” 

Jennie’s boldness in opposing his judgment 
so stupefied him that his anger had not yet 
had time to blaze forth; but Mrs, Olcott knew 
it would come, and so, after her husband had 
left the kitchen, she pleaded with the girl to 
*“givein.’ Jennie had been very thoughtful 
during the little woman’s appeal, but now she 
was resolved, and it was the Olcott in her 
nature which spoke. “I wouldn’t marry Jor- 
dan Moggs, though father should threaten to 
murder me.” 

The eggs were stiff now, and as she set the 
plate down on the table she turned from her 
mother and busied herself among the ingre- 
dients for cake-baking which were before her. 
Jennie was blushing, as she began softly: 
‘There is some one in Poole I like very much, 
mother, and he’s coming out here to——” 

‘*He needn’t mind comin’,” said Farmer 
Olcott, grimly, as he stepped quietly into the 
kitchen. H's face wore a cunning leer, and his 
wind-reddened cheeks were distorted by the 
sneering curves of his hard-lined mouth. Seat- 
ing himself on one of the painted wooden chairs, 
he drew the boot-jack towards him and took 
off his heavy shoes, with a calmness and 
deliberation which warned Mrs. Olcott 
that he was thoroughly aroused. The poor 
little nervous, broken-spirited woman had 
learned that this particularly quiet and in- 
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‘*Give you an egg shampoo, sir?” 


* You may! That's an egg cellent idea: see?” 





“ Are you the man that gave me an egg shamp 20! '—Scribner's Magasine, 


offensive manner of removing his foot-gear, al- 
ways preceded a burst of passion. 
iram Olcott set his cow-hide boots by the 
stove to dry, kicked the jack under the table 
and, turning toward his daughter, shouted : 
“Don’t let me ketch none o’ 
comin’ to see you. 
not a word now,” he growled, shaking his long 
finger menacingly at Jennie, as she essayed to 
Pp “I’m master in m 
ou’ll not talk till such time as I'm d 
ou’ve been away an’ kinder for, 
is run here, but you mi 
Iteli you I won 
follerin’ you; an’ ef I ketch yer aunt 
in’ matches fur you, I'll jest fetch you home 
from bein’ a fine lady down there an’ set you 
Before Jennie could s 
one into the dining-room, slamming the door 


er city fellers 
1 talk to’em; 


own house, an’ 


Tears of mortification and rage stood in her 
brown eyes,.and hot words leaped to her lips, 
but as she glanced down at the agonized face 
of the little woman beside her, the fierce mood 
changed, She bent to kiss the pain-drawn 
lips, murmuring, ‘‘ never mind mother dear, I’ll 
be patient for your sake.” 

“That's a good 
Olcott, with a si 


irl, Jennie,” replied Mrs. 

of relief, “try and git 
along peaceable like, an’ jest give in for the 
sale of quiet. Yer pa’s gettin’ wuss and wuss, 

Jennie wrote a partial account of what had 
occurred to her Aunt Kate, and this was the 
answer of that clever woman: 
Niece,—Your father needs managing; and [ 
will undertake to do it. 
to come down to the city and advise me about 
the sale of a piece of propert 
not be surprised at anything t 

Mrs. Kate Calding was the only one in the 
world who ever did understand her brother 
Hiram, and she had planned a clever little 
ruse to be played on the unsuspecting farmer. 
Jennie had confessed 
to her mother, she cared a great deal for, was 
well suited to her. 
his love, but it was not unguessed 
shrewd little maiden. 


I have written to him 


and you need 


not yet declared 


To Mrs, Caldine, how- 
ever, he had opened his heart and she bade him 
She knew how prejudiced her 
brother was against all arrangements not con. 
ducted by himself, and rightly concluded that 
he might put serious difficulty in the way of 
After satisfying herself 
that the name of Jennie’s lover was quite un- 
known to her brother, she resolved to intro- 
man who would be a good 
match for Jennie, if the girl could only be wise 
enough to think so. Allowing bim to believe 
they had never met, she trusted to his un- 
equalled obstinacy to do the rest. 
“I’ve wanted so much to talk with 
Jennie,” said that lady, as she and 
in her well appointed drawing-room the night 


She ought to be 


wait a little, 


the young people. 


duce him as a youn 


of his arrival, 

“Yes, and I’m willin’. 
settled,” said the old man decidedly. 

**It does not do, Hiram,” began Mrs. Cald- 
ing, watching the hard-lined face 
depend on a girl's choice, and—— 

** Well, I guess it don’t,” he interrupted with 


intently, “to 


‘*There is a young man in town who, I know, 
admires Jennie, and if he should meet herI 
think something would come of it.” 
quietly, yet with the utmost caution, she made 
this statement. 

The old man was interested. 
inquired, rubbing his hands gently together. 

* Yes,” was the answer; then she went on. 

**Of course it’s so very uncertain, Hiram. 
You see, Jennie might refuse to have a word 
to say to him, and——” * 

“Now, Kate, look here,” interrupted the 
thoroughly excited old man, as he drew his 
chair nearer hers and emphasized his words 
with decisive gestures, ‘‘ef I like that young 
man, I'll jest take him out home with me, an’ 



















Td like to see Jennie tell him to go, ef I'm | things when women get out of mere sex 
livin’, h into womanhood. Her womanhood ix 
Mrs, Calding was delighted at her success | going to imprint itself on everything. There 
thus far. The next day Mr. Bryan was intro- | are to be an architecture and an art that are 
duced, and became the old man’s ideal of a distinctively woman's. Work is to be no 
son-in-law. , longer a neuter noun, but there is to be work 
On the farmer’s return to his home, Mr. | masculine and work feminine, And so with 
Bryan accompanied him, having accepted tne | science we shall have a distinct depart ment 
hearty invitation of his new friend to “jest | that these ‘lady managers” would probably 
run out an’ take a look around our part of the | designate as “lady science.” And lady politics 
country. , | ~this the organization of which Miss Willard 
Jennie had b2en apprised of Mr, Bryan’s | is the lady head and front developed some 
coming, and of the little deception in which | years ago. And lady economics, this the lady 
she was to play her part. She met him as if he | managers of the World’s Fair already have in 
were a stranger, while her father secretly re- | preparation. For they gravely propose to im- 
joiced at the thought of subduing his proud | port lady hod carriers from p ne a and Ger- 
young daughter. many to do the work because labor of this class 
Mr. Olcott took an early opportunity to en- | is worth only twenty cents a day in these 
a —— a hag her — ee his new —— countries | ES — 
riend, and with a twinkle in her eye sue his will also afford Ame s a complet 
oh aeagg to do her best to please him in the | and edifying spectacle of oo" a 
r. 
A week passed. Jennie and Mr. Bryan were s43 
very happy. The days were delightful ones to 3 What Is Waiting For Us. 
them, and the old farmer rubbed his hands at Time was when ladies desired nothing better 
the success of his scheme and gave his con- | than to be rid of the name which they had in- 
sent to an early marriage with no hesitation. | herited. But all things are topsy-turvy now ; 
He often speaks now of his match-making. | 20d the Queen—which ought to know—tells us 
“There's Jennie.” he will say. ‘‘She’d hev that *‘ the custom of women taking their hus- 
picked up with some empty-noddled city chap band’s name is undergoing considerable modi- 
ef I hadn’t jest took her in hand. I brung | fications.” Miss Arabella Stuart, when she 
Bryan out an’ told her that she’d got to behave | Marries Mr. Tulkinghorne, becomes Mrs. 
to him, It’s the only way to do—jest make Stuart-Tulkinghorne; when Mr. Malaprop 
em mind, an’ they'll git along.” | leads Miss Partington to the altar, she becomes 
They would not deceive him for anything— | Mrs. Partington-Malaprop, It is very pretty 
the happy young couple; but when he boasts | 4nd very independent; but the Queen is 
they think with loving gratitude of clever ema about the daughters, and what will 
Aunt Kate.—Frances Burton Clare in Drake's | happen to their names when the custom be- 
Magazine. comes common—if ever it does become com- 
il mon. Miss Partington-Malaprop, married to 
i : young Mr, Stuart-Tulkinghorne, would be 
Rushing Business. Mrs. Partington - Malaprop - Stuart - Tulking - 
Yesterday a stoutly built young man was | horne, which would be worse than the 
passing the second-hand clothing shups in Park ; Brydges - Chandos- Temple - Nugent - Grenville 
row above Baxter street says the New York) Of the late Duke of Buckingham. But 
Sun when an equally stout young Hebrew | there need be no such difficulty. In Belgium, 
rushed out, and locking arms with the citizen, | Where every married man takes his wife's 
tried to drag him by force into the nearest | 2@me after his own, the children are known 
shop. The pedestrian flung the clothier’s clerk fe he himself is) by the paternal name only. 
aside and pasted on. The short combat ex- | Lhere is something to be said for the custom 
cited general interest in the neighborhood, | from the genealogist’s point of view ; but the 
“That was nothing,” said a storekeeper of the modern woman does not care about genealogy. 
neighborhood. ‘Those clothing men often | She wants to assert herseif. 
ese pull . ee ee pe, _— pee 
stores—or tear the coats off them and sellthem 
anew one. You should be here on a Sunday A lety, 4 = ere Beggar. . 
morning or a holiday. I have seen two ch rks | 1.4 oeodcinn nterested in charitable work, 
take a countryman by the legs and arms and S Yaa to approach “Old Hutch,” the 
life him right up and carry him in. Such other afternoon (writes Eugene Field in the 
vietines are afraid & ony: Chicago News), and was so exceptionally bright 
e afra’ ot to buy; they spend a d ’ 
few dollars merely to get away.” and exuberant that the crafty millionaire gave 
up acrisp twenty-dollar bill almost before he 
was — "aan And then, as we can easily 
suppose, he began to regret it. On her part, 
Lady Labor. the fair solicitor was considerably surprised : 
The Woman About Town of the New York | she had heard that he was a hard, unfeeling 
Evening Sun says: Last week at the Women’s | man, yet had he not responded promptly and 
Council Miss Willard composed another of her | generously to her appeal? She was so grateful 
fine aphoristic phrases. This one was about | that she insisted on shaking hands with the 
the duty of Woman—they never spell it any | old man, and as she did so, she remarked feel- 
other way on such occasions as these—in lift-! ingly: ‘‘We do not always get our reward 
ing herself out of mere sexhood into woman- | here, Mr. Hutchinson, but we should remember 
hood. This, like most of Miss Willard’s fine | that the Lord loveth a cheerful giver.” ‘ Yes, 
phrases, looks crammed full of meaning on the | Ive often heerd tell,” answered Mr. Hutchin- 
er +t seelly a0 — as = TT son, dryly, ‘,but I’m more interested in findin’ 
au. n would not have felt | out the Lord’s opini ve 
aed own failure to decipher Miss Willard’s ee 
meaning as specially significant, because she 5 5 
has never presumed to understand what Miss} _ Misses E, & H. Johnston, modes, King street. 
Willard is driving at, any of the time. Soasa | Stock-taking sale. Remnants and cut pieces 
being still in mere sexhood she read this phrase ; Of silks, velvets, laces and novelty trimmings 
humbly and thankfully, and was reminded of | greatly reduced. Patterns free on receipt of 
what an admiring small boy once said of a | postal card, 
certain bombastic clergyman, that he spoke 


“such great big thouglitful thoughts you had 

to be awfully clever to understand them.” But t W h 

since then she has heard of several men who, uS a Ou an 
like herself, have been vaguely groping to find 

out what this lofty sentiment may contain. | ’ 

And they, too, stand dumb and patient before H IC KMA N S 
the oracle. And so the edge of The Woman’s 

humility became touched with actual rever- 


ence. To think of a woman who could say 

things that even men couldn’t understand ! 

But yesterday there came peering over the 

wall of The Woman’s dense ignorance the = _— 

face of a small and modest idea—just a wee 

ghost of an idea as to what this idea of getting 

women out of oe — womanhood may 

mean, 8 came by way of a newspaper para- 

graph which proclaimed the purpose of the BOQUET TEA 


“lady managers” of the World's Fair to make | 
the Isabella building, which is the name by 60 cents perpound. 5 lb. for $2.26 
which the building for the woman’s exhibit is Order by mail or telephone. 


known—a materialization of the woman idea. 


It declared that the architecture of the build- 

ing = ee 4 ome mee — HICKMAN & CO. 

cally and in ever: tail—so t ragraph ex- 

shelae=ib is to or = wanes building. , PARKDALE KASH GROCERY 
perhaps, we have an indication of the state of 1424 Queen West. Tel. 5061 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 
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Is the Headquarters for Trunks, Traveling Bags, Valises, 
Satchels and.all traveling requisites. 


We have also a large assortment of Fancy Goods, 
suitable for Birthday and Wedding presents. 


Anyone desirous of securing a bargain in the above 
mentioned goods will do well to give us a Call. 








Increase the Appetite 


By taking Ayer’s Cathartic Pills. This remedy is thorough in its action, imparts tone 
and strength to the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, and enables them to perform all 
their functions properly. **I have used Ayer’s Pills, for a number of years, and 
have never found anything equal to them for stimulating the appetite, and imparting 
energy or strength to the system. I always keep them in the house. — R. D. Jackson, 
Wilmington, Del. ** For over two years I was afflicted with torpidity of the Liver, 


I had no appetite, suffered from Constipation, Indigestion, Headache, Pain in the Side 
and Back, and General Debility. Ayer’s Pills were the first medicine to give me 
relief. 1 took three boxes of them, and was cured. This remedy never fails to 


Stimulate the Liver 


and quicken the appetite. Ayer's Pills promptly relieve Headache, and are the 
best cathartic I know of. — George O. Williams, West Meriden, Conn. 


During the spring of 1877 a disagreeable} For a number of years IT was troublea 
taste in my mouth entirely destroyed my with Biliousness, which almost destroyed 
appetite. “My tongue was thickly coated,| my health. This ailment commenced 
and what little food I ate distressed me. | in Costiveness. Indigestion, Headache, 
Believing my trouble to originate in a dis-| and Dizziness soon followed. I became 
ordered liver, | commenced taking Ayer’s | weak, emaciated, and totally unfitted for 
Cathartie Pills. I felt an improvement | work of any kind. I tried various reme- 
after the operation of the first dose. I dies, but nothing afforded me any relief 
continued their use in diminished quan-/ until I began taking Ayer’s Pills, They 
tities, for a short time, and am satisfied cured me, speedily, and I now believe 
that these Pills have completely cured me. them to be the most reliable cathartic in 
— Sophie Harmon, Biddeford, Me. use. — G. S. Wanderlich, Scranton, Pa. 


AYER’S “sz PILLS, 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by all Druggicta. 
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Music. 





The Lenten service of song at the Church of 
the Redeemer on Monday evening brought out 
a large number of people in spite otf the hor- 
rible weather, and was one of the best ever 
held in the church. The Mozart Quartette 


assisted, and in addition to several well 


rendered quartettes, solos were sung by its 


members. Mrs, Shilton gave a most artistic 
rendering of the solos in Mendelssohn’s Hear 


My Prayer, which she sang with great feeling 
and devotional effect. Frau Dunbar-Morawetz 


was equally successful with the solo in 
Pflueger’s How Long Wilt Thou Forget Me, in 


which her noble contralto voice showed to 


excellent advantage. Mr. Jarvis’ solo, My God 
Look Upon Me, was appropriate to the season, 


and was a fine performance. The singing of 
the Quartette evoked much praise, but it needs 
a little more attention to balancing the weight 


of tone and to the observance of accentuation 
to point it on the road to perfection. Mr. W. 
E. Fairclough, organist of All Saints’ church, 
played a movement frem a Handel's Concerto, 


a Meditation by Guilmant, and Meyerbeer's 


Coronation March, very effectively. 
* 


Tuesday was a royal night for concerts, no 
less than three occupying attention on that 
evening. At the Pavilion the Foresters held 
high revel with an excellent programme and 
an exceedingly able group of artists, The 
annual concerts of this body are always well 
attended and are essentially popular events, 
the programmes generally being devoid of that 
classicality which would not be received with 
favor by these gatherings. On this occasion 
everything on the programme, if my memory 
serves me correctly, was encored, and the 


utmost enthusiasm and desire to get a 


dollar's worth for fifty cents prevailed. 
The first to demand attention is, of course, 
Miss Hortense Pierse, in whom personal beauty 
and vocal ability make a rare and most wel- 
come combination. Miss Pierse looked her 
best and sang most excellently, her voice being 
in fine form, and her songs being well suited to 
her. Her rendering of Saint Saens’ aria, My 
Heart, at Thy Sweet Voice, showed her to 
possess a rich soprano voice of great volume 
and compass, flexible and well trained and of 
great sweetness and tenderness, 
* 


The tenor of the occasion, Mr. W. H. Rieger 
of New York, was a distinct success. A very 
sweet voice of considerable strength, with a 
most artistic delivery, made him a desirable 
adjunct to the programme. Miss Maud Fuller 
sang her numbers very satisfactorily. Miss 
Alexa Ramsay, who has been pursuing her 
studies in New York, made a most successful 
impression, although one of her selections, the 
balcony scene from Romeo and Juliet, does 
mot lend itself very readily to inclusion 
in a miscellaneous concert programme. 
Miss Ramsay is a tall young lady with a very 
mobile countenance and a graceful figure, and 
more than succeeded in retaining the interest 
of her audience throughout her fine reading of 
the Shakespeare number. She was very suc- 
cessfulin her reading of Scribe’s clever, The 
Ladies’ Battle. Mr. W. Edgar Buck made his 
first appearance as a vocalist, and was well 
received. He has a good, resonant bass voice 
and uses it with judgment and skill. Theinstru- 
mentalists were Miss Hattie Mockridge and 
Mr. B. L. Faeder, who gave excellent account 
of themselves. 


The same evening brought an excellent con- 
cert at Association Hall by the choir of the 
Jarvis street Baptist church, under the direc- 
tion of Mr. A. S. Vogt. As might be expected, 
Mr. Vogt had arranged a programme of more 
than usual excellence, which was fully appre- 


ciated by the large audience. Mr. Vogt’s organ | The result of it is, however, that the outside 


solos were splendidly played. and the vocal 
efforts of Miss Hattie Morell, Miss Miller, 
Miss Alice McGill, Mr. E. Lye and Mr. Lugsdin, 
were cleverly rendered. Mr. Grenville P., 
Kleiser gave several readings with great suc- 


cess, 
* 


Tuesday evening also brought a large gather- 


ing at the opening of the exhibition of the | Of excellence in the plays he presents—and that 


Royal Canadian Academy of Arts. Mr. B. L. 
Faeder had charge of the programme and dis- 
charged his duties very effectively. 
. 

Quite a large audience turned out on Satur- 
day afternoon last to hear the pupils of the 
Conservatory of Music in an organ and vocal 
recital in Association Hall. The programme 
embraced a number of very interesting selec- 
tions, all of which were rendered in an excel- 
lent manner and gave abuudant satisfaction to 
those present. The following are the names of 
the pupils who took part, viz.: Mr. P. C. Ken- 
nedy, Miss Lizzie L. Schooley, Miss Florence 
Brown, and Miss Dallas, A, T. C. M., pupils of 
Mr, Edward Fisher; Mr. Arthur Sweatman 
and Mr. Walter Coles,, pupils of Miss Dallas, 
A. T. C. M. ; Miss Ethel Morris and Miss Hat- 
tie Kelly, pupils of Mr. J. W. F. Harrison ; and 
Miss Frances Morris, Miss Clara Code and Miss 
Charlotte A. Chaplin, pupils of Signor F. 
DAuria. One of the vocal numbers was en- 
hanced by the addition, a violin obligato, 
played by Miss Ethelind G. Thomas, A.T.C.M., 
This afternoon one of the usual matinee con- 
certs takes place at three o’clock in the Y. M. 
C. A. Lecture Room. 


a 
The coming week brings us beautiful Agnes 
Huntington and Paul Jones, which will bea 
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great treat. The Harmony Club’s dates are 
settled for April 20, 21,and 22, The Toronto 
Vocal Society has announced its second con- 
cert for April 21. 


Santley will be hereon April 6 and 7, with 
the Philharmonic Society. His fame is world- 
wide, and he is to the baritone world, what 


Sims Reeves is to the tenor side, 
* 


Hamilton is going in for opera too. Pinafore 
will probably be produced there under the 
direction of Mr. J. W. Baumann. 

METRONOME. 














































very entertaining performance. 








The Drama. 


VERYONE is com- 
plaining of the dul- 
ness of the_ theatrical 
season. I do not know 
that it is altogether un- 
precedented, but it is a 
fact that for two months 
past Toronto has _ been 
favored with nothing that 
can* be designated high 
class drama. The nearest 
approach to it which we 
have had in that period 
was The County Fair, and 
Emmet’s Uncle Joe, plays 
by no means of the best class, the chief attrac- 
tion of the former being a machine whereby a 
real horse race is simulated. Other plays pre- 
sented here du-ing the same time, and acted 
by players very much on par with the plays 
they presented, were the Bottom of the Sea, 
The French Spy, Good Old Times, and others 
of the same order. This is the kind of mental 
pabulum and high class amusement furnished 
to the intellectual citizens of Toronto during 
what should be the height of the theatrical 
season. Do the other purveyors of dramatic 
entertainment in this city of colleges and 
schools imagine that the whole population 
have lowered their standard of amusement to 
the level of a Jacobs & Sparrow show? Is it 
possible that even one theater in Toronto can- 
not exist profitably by furnishing attractions 
of the better class to the more cultured part of 
our population? If so, then why this procession 
ad nauseam of variety shows, horse shows and 
still more lamentable donkey shows? It is not 
only surprising that such should be the case, 
but it is disgraceful. In cities across the 
border, no larger or more enterprising, 
have been playing recently some of 
the best traveling companies’ in America, 
while the best theater town in Canada has 
been trying to wax enthusiastic over side 
shows, few of which are little above the ten 
cent route. This is felt all the more because it 
has not always been thus. In former years 
the manager of the Grand Opera House has 
provided a round of excellent theatrical attrac- 
tions, not excelled by any provincial theater, 
even in the United States. To his credit must 
also be placed the few reputable dramas 
given here this season ; but why the falling off? 
The Academy of Music when under the sole 
management of Mr. Greene last season, was 
visited by a large number of good companies, 
which played under the disadvantage of a 
poorly-constructed auditorium, This latter has 
been toa certain degree remedied. But since 
the Academy has become one of the Whitney 
circuit, it is making a bold bid to rival the 
Jacob circuit house in catering to an inferior 
taste, with second and third rate attractions, 
It begins to iook as if the citizens of Toronto, 
who are possessed of somewhat discriminat- 
ing tastes and like_to see a good drama well 
played, must seek to indulge their pleasure 
elsewhere. 


are very good. 








comedy element, There will be no matinee. 


- 

It sometimes happens that very excellent 
dramatic performances are not well patronized 
in Toronto. Various reasons present ‘them- 
selves to account for this. One of the most 
cogent of these is undoubtedly the treatment 
of the “‘passing show” by the daily press. 
There is very little of anything approaching 
genuine dramatic criticism found in the daily 
papers of Toronto excepting when something 
new, or something very excellent is on the 
boards. On these occasions the papers put on 
their high judicial wigs, spectacles and gowns, 
raise their standard away up and subject 
drama,acting and everything to a pretty severe 
scruting. On the other hand when the play is 
neither new nor the acting very excellent the 
judge becomes an advocate. A laudatory 
notice is written in general terms, often with- 
out the play being seen. This is usually the 
result of some advertising patronage, or of 


misplaced kindness toward the local manager. for many years. 





public often finds the inferior play and the 
second rate company bolstered up with well- 
turned commendatory phrases, while the good 
play and superior company, by being subjected 
to a more rigid test, are often found fault with 
in this, that and the other particular. Unless 
a theatre manager maintains a certain degree 


"Varsity Chat. 





is practically impossible in a provincial town, 
unless the status cannot be lowered—this shift- 
ing of the critical standards of the papers can- 
not but affect his business injuriously. For 
the public, whatever may be said to the con 
trary, even in Toronto, relies very much on 
the press reports in selecting the plays they 
patronize. Ifthey find a first-rate attraction 
severely overhauled, not knowing the status of 
the play, the author, or the comyany, what can 
be more natural than that they neglect to pat- 
ronize it. If some of the daily papers judged 
the best companies that play in Toronto by the 
same criterion from which they criticise the 
average melodramatic company their vocabu- 
lary of eulogistic adjectives and phrases would 
be found a scant and meagre thing. If they 
told the exact truth more often, the theater 
managers, the public and the papers tkem- 
selves would be all the better for it. 


issued, ‘“‘ tickets” are nominated and the con 


’Varsity life be without a grand election each 


year? 


How the eyes of our poets must have rolled 
in fiery fancy as they pondered over Prof, 
Baker’s address on The Poetic Interpretation 
in Mathematics, As he spoke of the “ ghosts 
of departed quantities” the quiet intellectua- 
lity of the mathematical men must have been 
seized with poetic fervor. The address was 
one of the best ever delivered at the Univer- 
sity, and was characterized by marked origina- 
lity and a lofty appreciation of the «sthetic in 
nature, 





Rich & Harris’ Boston Howard Athereum 
Specialty Company has been the attraction at 
the Grand Opera House all this week. This is 
certainly one of the most select vaudeville 
companies that has visited Toronto this season. 
The performers are all above the average 
standard, and some have probably never been 
excelled in their particular lines, The per- 
formance of the Boissett Brothers on the 


The ship known as the Knox College Literary 
and Metaphysical Society will for the year 


horizontal bar is marvellous, and the balancing 
and muscular feats of Cinquevalli are equally 
astonishing. The rest of the company in sing- 
ing and other specialties combine to furnish a 


The Academy of Music has a lively and inter- 
esting attraction this week. That is Little 
Puck, with Mr, Frank Daniels, and Bessie San- 
‘son in the leading parts. This farce has been 
adapted from Anstey's story, Vice Versa, by 
A. C. Gunther, the author of Mr, Barnes of 
New York, and other popular novels. With 
this very satisfactory basis it has been built up 
into a farce of a very amusing kind—something 
in the same line as The Bunch of Keys. There 
is no account taken of probability, or even pos- 
sibility, but everything is taken advantage of 
that can add to the mirth-provoking qualities 
of the piece. For those who are fond of the 
farcical, Little Puck is just what they need. 
The company contains a number of excellent 
people. Mr. Frank Daniels is an unctuous 
comedian, well adapted for thisclass of work, 
and he is ably assisted by Miss Bessie Sanson, 
whose name kas long been known in con- 
nection with good vaudeville and farcical 
work. The singing, dancing and costuming 


One of the most brilliant events in opera is 
promised next Monday, Tuesday and Wednes- 
day evenings at the Grand Opera House in the 
appearance of Miss Agnes Huntington and her 
English opera comique company in Paul 
Jones. The career of this artist is well 
known to the people of this city. Paul Jones 
is declared an acceptable work on its own ac- 
count, and with no special consideration for 
the talented young artist who has achieved 
such a hit in the character of the hero. The 
original company, chyrus and dancers have 
been brought over from London, and the 
scenery is pronounced equal to any ever seen 
in comic opera. The principal comedy parts 
are played by Messrs. James and Mostyn, and 
are said to be laughable throughout, in fact 
the whole piece abounds in comicalities, beauti- 
ful music and artistic acting. This work, the 
music of which is by Planquette, does not 
deal with the Paul Jones of school books. He 
is not the commander of the Bonhomme Rich- 
ard, but is only an opera comique Paul Jones, 
with a touch of the Frenchman. In the first 
act he is in love with Yvonne, daughter of a 
Breton shipchandler; Bicoquet, with a rival, 
Rufino, nephew of Don Trocadore, Spanish 
Governor of a spot in Central America. Bico- 
quet favors Rufine, and Paul Jones volunteers 
on board an American privateer. In act two, 
three years later, we ind Bicoquet married to 
Rufine’s sister, Malaguena. Yvonne is being 
forced to marry Rufine, when, in obedience to 
the laws of comic opera, Paul Jones turns up 
and challenges Rufine, who, by. a stratagem, 
makes Paul a prisoner and carries him off in 
irons to the Spanish Main. As Paul Jones’ 
squadron is hammering the coast, Trocadore is 
delighted to find Paul in his nephew’s hands, 
Of course Paul escapes, is mistaken for Bico- 
quet, and aided by Maleguena and the other 
ladies, succeeds in making his escape and gain- 
ing his ship. The Americans attack the 
Spaniards.and all ends in the most approved 
fashion. There is an underplot involving 
Paul's boatswain, Bouillabaise and his wife, 
Chopinette, who is a sad flirt. The King of the 
Mosquitos and other characters supply a low 


The DeWolf Hopper Opera Bouffe Company 
has been filling a series of engagements in the 
principal western and southern cities with 
most wonderful+results. The size of the audi- 
ences attending their entertainments, almost 
everywhere, has been limited by the capacity 
of the theaters to accommodate them, which 
is proof positive that a complete comic opera 
company is at all times a good investment, 
and when that opera company is headed by an 
artist of Mr. Hopper’s well known popularity, 
the investment becomes additionally secure. 
This organization will form the great attrac- 
tion at the Grand the latter half of next week. 
The announced repertoire is as follows : Thurs- 
day evening and Saturday matinee, The Lady 
or the Tiger; Friday and Saturday evenings, 
Castles in the Air. The production of these 
charming operas will be identically the same 
as those used in New York city, as the manage- 
ment bring the entire plant of scenery, cos- 
tumes, and effects used in their original pro- 
ductions. One of the prominent features of 
this organization is the mammoth chorus, com- 
posed mainly of young and beautiful ladies, 
said by the New York papers to be the hand- 
somest chorus seen on the Metropolitan stage 


The time for election is at hand, and many 
are the officers we elect. The class societies, 
the various athletic organizations, political 
science, natural science, philosophica!, Y. M. C. 
A. and other associations, are all conducted by 
efficient officers, and chief among the whole 
number is the Literary and Scientific Society. 
Each year hundreds of dollars are spent in con- 
ducting the campaign for the Literary Society 
election. Parties are formed, manifestos are 


test waxes hot, to be dampened only by an 
all night struggle at the polling booth. It 
seems strange that almost every year, as the 
hour of election approaches, the parties are 
unanimous that a crisis is at hand, but after 
all the society goes on and flourishes to the 
satisfaction of all concerned when once the 
ballots have been counted. What would 


























































































































T. P. Tough, and J. H, Barnett. 


loyalty to their alma mater. 


land. 


essay on one of the following subjects : 
original sources from which he worked. 
cated in the works of Thomas Carlyle. 


and either Burns or Wordsworth. 


couched in felicitous language. 
Drax ALEEN, 





How We Flatter Ourselves. 


** Oh, wad some power the giftie gie us 
To see ourselves as others see us!” 





and phraseology are concerned, 
But we have the substance of it. 


wishes to see himself as others see him. 


self-estimatioa, 


to his neighbor. It is natura), we suppose. 


which their souls long. 
“Ah, me! I wish I were not so ignorant an 


than his assertion ? 


was Sees for. 
We all thi 


are always sa 


ad 


— 
happened |” 


thing worth while!” 
** Well, that ain’t my style!” 


as the whitest crows in the woods! 


ter. Weare jolly souls, we are! 


fast.” 


makes our feet tender. 
We put far off the evil day. 


No one likes to be called old. No one likes 
to be reminded of the fact that others think he 


is growing infirm. 


Yesterday we were talking with a man of 
almost four-score years. We spoke of an aged 
man, in the vicinity, who had recently passed 


away. We spoke of him as old. 


“Why, no!” said our venerable friend, “he 
was not so very old! Certainly not! Why, he 


was not more than a year older than I am 


We always flatter ourselves that we are of a 
little more consequence in the world than our 


neighbors, 


** Why,” said a lady to us the other day, who 
was showing symptoms of illness just as the 
church of which she is a member was getting 


up a fair; ‘why, I can’t be sick! What can 
they do without my help?” 

And as we go along, we think of death, per- 
haps, all of us. Other people die and leave no 
void behind them. In a month they are for- 
gotten. In a year their wives and husbands 
re-marry, and the dead are in oblivion, 

Ye do not think of ourselves in that way. 
We do not believe our husbands will be ioe 
ing for other wives before the sods above our 
graves have grown green many, many times in 
the sweet May sunshine, 

We think we shall leave a wide void behind 
us, We believe that friends will find their 
lives saddened for all time by our removal, but 
if we could step back into the world ten years 
—yes, two years after our departure therefrom 
—we should find few feces sad on our account ; 
we doubt if we found many glad to give us 
welcome | 

But self-flattery is pleasant, and it makes us 
happy, and it is Seer innocent, and it 
is so cheap that anybody can have it. 

And we are not like the dead and ne 
Scotchman—we don't want “to see ourselves 
as others see us.” 

Not at present.— Kate Thornin N.Y. Weekly. 


1891-92 be guided by the following officers : Presi- 
dent, J. S. Davidson, B.A. ; first vice-president, 
W. H. Grant, B.A. ; second vice-president, W. 
Black, B.A. ; critic, W. G. W. Fortune, B.A. ; 
recording secretary, J. S. Scott,{B.A. ; corres- 
ponding secretary, A. McLean; treasurer. W. 
Cooper ; secretary of committees, D. M. Martin ; 
curator, J. Cranston; councillors, L. McLean, 


The residence men have organized an orches- 
tra, as follows: Mr. G. S. Glassco (leader), 
violin; Mr. Theo. Coleman, flute; Mr. W. 
Cowie, piccolo; Messrs. C. S. Cameron andjL. 
A. Moore, banjos; Mr. R. H. Barker, mouth 
organ ; and Mr. D. J. Armour, drum, The boys 
are anxious to cultivate a true college spirit, 
and they are meeting with success.@The re- 
siders always take an active interest in under- 
graduate affairs, In fact, they form an excel- 
lent factor in all that pertains to cultivating 


* 

The Knox College Missionary Society has 
undertaken to supply twenty-two mission 
fields in Ontario and the Western territories of 
Canada during the coming summer, The new 
officers of the society are : President, W. Gauld, 
B.A. ; first vice-president, W. H. Johnston, B. 
A.; second vice-president, H. S. McKitrick, 
B.A. ; recording secretary, W. R. McIntosh; 
corresponding secretary, J. F. Scott, B.A. ; sec- 
retary of committees, James Menzies; treas- 
urer, D, M. Martin; councillors, Messrs, Mc- 
Kechnie, McKinnon, Muldrew, Whaley, Bor- 


The ** Wyld” scholarship will this year be 
awarded to the student who writes the best 


The relation of Shakespeare’s plays to the 
The ethical and political principles advo- 


Human life as presented in Cowper, Crabbe, 


A prize may allure a few students to strive 
to cultivate the art of English composition, but 
something more than this is needed to raise 
the standard of composition among the 
students. It is strange, but true, that the 
undergraduates have the critical faculty highly 
developed. They can all point out deficiencies 
of all kinds in the writings of others, They 
find, however, that when they come to express 
with the pen their own thoughts, that their 
constructive faculty is dormant, and they fail 
in surprising the world with brilliant ideas 


We are not sure that we have quoted this 
oft-quoted couplet aright, for we are never cer- 
tain about anything Scotch—as far as spelling 


No doubt Burns meant well when he wrote 
those immortal lines, but he was young, and he 
had not learned the fact that no person ever 


We are all self.flatterers, and our friends— 
those we call friends—know it, and if they have 
axes to grind, they help us on in our course of 


Privately every individual, however humble, 
entertains the idea that he is a little superior 


There is a class of people who are continually 
decrying themselves, who take delight in tell- 
ing everybody how bad, and unworthy, and 
unlovely they are generally, and this is the 
method they take to obtain the flattery for 


For itis the custom of society tolaud the 
man who humbles himself, and when any of 
our friends get intoa fit of self-depreciation, 
and exclaim with sighs that are almost ae 


so insignificant! Nobody will miss me when I 
die!” do we not all with one voice hasten to 
assure the aforesaid insignificant individual 
that nothing could be further from the truth 


And we convey to him the impression that 
the world could not wag on without him— 
which was just the assuraace he expected, and 


nk that, placed in another man’s 
shoes, we should do betterdhan he does. We 


ing : 
~** Well, if I had his chase I'd do very differ- 
f it had been me, I guess it wouldn’t have 


“TfI were in her place I should do some- 


We all think we look quite as well as, if not 
a@ little better than, somebody else! The 
old crow, you know, described her young ones 


As we grow old, we do not know it, or rather 
we will not know it. Our gray hairs are the 
result of headache. The wrinkles around our 
eyes and mouth are caused by frequent laugh- 


When our complexions grow yellow with 
age, we tell our friends we are bilious ; and our 
famity physician, who has an eye to a fat fee, 
agrees with us; and we take pills and bitters, 
and nostrums of every description, and, like 
the Irishman’s horse, ‘“‘get no better very 


When we find that our shoes must be wider, 
we say itis because a bunion troubles us—we 
do not acknowledge that it is old age which 








The Lonely Caves. 
For Saturday Night. 


WO great black arches in 
the limestone wall 
Look over breast of 
Namaway quadonk, 
Where wild geese fly 

with lonesome honk, 
honk, honk, 
Through autumn after- 
noons. The long 
years fall 
With doomful change 
of seasons past recall, 
Suns comeand go, waste 





winters wane to spring, 
These mighty crags reclothe, bird voices sing, 
High in the rock-based birches. Over all 


The calm blue skies reel round the changeful years, 

The bay, now maddened, now with plaintive myan, 

Makes its long grief to shores that stretch alone. 

But still at gaze, two eyes that shed no tears 

From orbless sockets, stare for evermore : 

The mindless past on billow and lonesome shore. 
WILLIAM WiurrREep CaMpBELi. 





The Moonlight Sonata. 


Por Saturday Night. 
I tried to analy ze one day 
A theme by old Beethoven, 
And found, to my extreme dismay, 
Wild discords in it woven. 


But wading through the dismal see, 
I gather’d from its breakers 

Some silv’ry chords, whose harmony 
Seem’d joy’s divine creators. 


Bright beads of light they were, and I 
Observ’d their beautics flashing 
Through all the wild profundity, 
Of billows o’er them dashing. 





And 80 I stole those surf-wash’d gems 
To form melodious measures, 

And shame the storm-toss’d diadems 
Of old Beethoven’s treasures. 


In sullen majesty, methought, 
I heard the waters rolling, 

As if for wrong my hand had wrought 
Themselves they were consoling. 


Then weeks and months I labor’d hard 
To string those pearls together, 

But should, I know, have been debarr’d 
If I had tried forever. 


For when, at last, I had to fling 
Those pearls into the water, 
I found I had been pilfering 
Moonlight from a sonata! 
Ernest E. Leioen. 





A Lament, 


For Saturday Night. 
It was in the mild month of September, 
That down by the dim Jake we stroll’d, 
When the sun burn’d above like an ember, 
And the maples were crimson and gold, 
And the waters were purple and gold. 
Ah, clearly I still can remember 
How you sought your young heart to unfold, 
*Neath the leaves of that lurid September 
In the tale of deep love that you told. 


But now by the dim lake there lieth 
No garland of leaves on the shore, 
No zephyr her symphony sigheth, 
But the wind sweeps witt pitiless roar, 
And the wave sweeps with ponderous roar ; 
While the maple, uncon forted, crieth 
And wringeth her hands on the shore, 
For her roots wrap the ground where he lieth 
With the tale he may tell never more— 
With the love that nor liveth nor dieth 
Till he rise from that wild wintry shore. 
Jas. A. Tucnar, 













































Undeceived. 





For Saturday Night. 


There was a young dude who thaught 
That he certainly knew a laught, 
Till somebody said 
That all in his haid 
Was the veriest kind of raught. Augx B. 





Lines Written in A Young Lady’s Album. 


Sweet, sweet, are the flow’rs of earth 
And bright are the stars of even, 

And bright is the hour of the rainbow’s birth, 
As it spans the arch of heaven, 


And the sou! will thrill as with kindling eyes, 
We on their glories gs ze— 

Upon the floweret’s fairy dyes 
And on the starry blaze. 





But oh, there’s a dee per feeling far, 
That doth the spirit warm, 
When the bloom of the flow’r and beam of the star 
Are seen in woman’s form. 
—W. A. Stephens’ Poetical Works. 





The Old Rag Carpet. 


Twas an object of pride as it lay on the floor 
In our old cottage home in the grove ; 

*Twas fashioned of odd scraps—ten thousand or more— 
And the work was a labor of love. 

Every scrap told s story of joy or of woe, 
Touching somebody living or dead ; 

And the lights and the shadows of life seemed to glow 
In ite tints when the carpet was spread. 


Dear faces looked up from the warp and the woof, 
As my grandmother dozed in her chair, 
And the sweet smiles that mantled their features gave 
proof 
That ‘twas Heaven to welcome her there. 
In that strip of red woolen sweet Ellen was seen, 
With dark eyes so winsome and bright, 
While Angeline smiled from that strip of dark green, 
And Maude from that fragment of white, 


Poor Ellen had fallen—her character stained— 
The dupe cf a perjurer’s vow ; 
And that little memento the carpet contained 
Was all that was left of her now. 
And Angie had married and gone to abide 
Far away in the land of the West, 
And sweet Maude, the youngest, had sickened and died, 
And was now in the churchyard at rest. 


And there is a strip from her sailor boy’s coat— 
Her William, light-hearted and free— 

Who shipped for a voyage to a region remote, 
And now sleeps in the depths of the sea. 

One after another the loved ones come back, 
Till a face on each fragment appears, 

While memory eagerly follows the track, 
And the sleeper is melted to tears. 


She mutters each name in a tone of delight, 
And hard comes her laboring breath ; 
And she gazes on Maude in her garment of white 
With a love that is stronger than death. 
A torrent of wild joy deluges her heart 
As she calls on her loved ones to stay, 
But in her great struggle she wakes with a start, 
And the sweet vision pasecs away. 
—N, ¥. Weebly. 
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On the first page this week there is an | because my nationality would be respected. 


excellent picture of the cathedral in Mexico, 
an edifice renowned the world over for 
its size and costliness—and in some respects 


for its beauty. The City of Mexico is th 


Paris of the republic. It is not only the 
political capital, but it is the heart, the con- 
trolling spirit, the liberty of the nation. 
It has a population of about three hundred and 
sixty thousand, about twenty daily news- 


* 
* * 


tal have been invested in plantations alone. 


papers published in Spanish and one in Eng- os 


lish; it has weeklies without number, the 
chief of them, the leading paper of Mexico, is 
the Financier, a business organ in which the 
articles are published side by side in Spanish 
and English. Its editor, Mr. Frederic R, 
Guernsey, is a gentleman whom visitors to 
Mexico, who have business enterprises in 
hand, should know. Speaking of business 


ventures in the far south, I think 
there is no country on earth to-day 
where money can be made so fast 
as in Mexico, While reaction has 
set in in the South American re- 
publics, prosperity is at its flood tide 
in Mexico, Their debt is no greater 
than ours, and the subsidy the 
government has granted to railroads 
has both in the extent of the mile- 
age and the largeness of the amount, 
exceeded anything which statistics 
show elsewhere. It is not generally 
known here, it is not known there, 
that north and south of the United 
States two nations are struggling 
for a place, and amidst many diffi- 
culties are affording to-day better 
opportunities for home making and 
fortune making than Yankeedom 
ever did. Oddly enough, the Mexi- 
cans are very anxious to obtain a 
reciprocity treaty with Canada. 
Knowing how little information 
they have with regard to our coun- 
try, I made inquiries, and accom- 
panied by the Q. C. visited many of 
the jobbing houses and retail stores 
to obtain, as far as possible, a good 
idea of what trade could possibly 
be established between the two 
countries. In the first place, I found 
it was not because they loved Canada 
in any special way, or indeed had 
made any unusual efforts to obtain 
information as to her resources, but 
that they despise the United States 
defeat, 
power to avoid trading with that 

country. Mexico has no reason to love the 
republic to the north of her. The line fence 
between them has been crowded down to 
the Rio Grande after the most unjustifiable 
causes of conflict made it possible for Uncle 
Sam to declare war on Mexico. Of course inde- 
fensible excesses are recorded in history against 
the Mexicans during those wars, and the cry of 
** Remember the Alamo,” will be always green in 
the memory of Texas. Notwithstanding this the 
United States has been the aggressor on every 
occasion, though in justice it must be said that 
she was the benefactor at the time that Maxi- 
milian’s rule was put an end to, for it ended 
forever the domination of the clergy. Now, it 
must be confessed, Mexico is little better than 
a military despotism, but even that is a vast 
improvement on a clerical despotism under 
which the country made no progress. The 
present government could not be more pro- 
gressive as far as the development of the 
country and its resources is concerned. The 
Liberal party supporting the government is 
largely in the minority, but they have the army 
at their back and all the enlightened natives 
as well as the foreign population. The capital 
which has come from across the ocean and the 
United States, and Canada by the way—for 
there are many Canadians there, some ot them 
engaged in mining operations which are backed 
entirely by capital from this country—know 
that if a clerical absolutism were re-established, 
the fanatics would permit nothing to prosper 
except the propaganda of the church. Senor 
Ygnacio Mariscal, Secretario de Relaciones, 
which is the portfolio appertaining tu foreign 
affairs, speaks English perfectly and is an ex- 
ceedingly polished gentleman, He was at 
Washington for many years and thoroughly 
understands and suspects Yankee diplomacy. 
Throughout it is a strong cabinet because of its 
liberal spirit, and affords every opportunity to 
foreign enterprise. I am convinced that 
Canada would have nothing to do but to send 
commissioners to obtain a much more favor- 
able treaty than the United States ever enjoyed. 

7 


* * 

Nothing is so pleasing to a Canadian or an 
Eaglishman as to observe the respect in which 
Great Britain is held in Mexico. There are 
four foreign factions, German, French, English 
and Yankee. Of these the French are perhaps 
numerically strongest, the Germans have wide- 
spread commercial relations, the English have 
invested the capital, and I know for a fact that 
many Americans in order to protect themselves, 
have asserted that they are Englishmen. The 
‘‘old flag” may be derided by thoughtless 
people at home, but they would never sneer at 
it again if they saw how it is respected in the 
once turbulent republic of which President 
Diaz has made so much. Asall those who have 
read my work on the front page will know, I 
am an Imperial Federationist, and since my 
travels in the West Indies last winter and in 
Mexico this winter, I am convinced that if a 
league were established between the British 
colonies, the United {Kingdom and those 
nations which are willing to join with us, that 
a great many of the Latin-American republics 
would be glad to side-track the United States 
and join with us. The world is re-creating 
itself, and commercially the United States is 
disliked wherever it is known, for Uncle Jona- 
than has been an unscrupulous trader and is 
too eager for profit to be just. The incident in 
Central America when General Barrundia was 
murdered under the stars and stripes, is but an 
illustration of how little protection Americans 
receive abroad. A Britisher who has estab- 
lisbed hiis dentity is thoroughly safe in Mexico, 
for whenever he has been maneen? eee 
reprisal and apology have promptly 
made. I am not speaking of now especially, 





CHEPULTIPEC CASTLE. Tree of Noche Triste, 
beneath which Cortez is said to haye wept after his 


which had been previously shipped to Texas, 
was refined within the republic; breweries 
were established, mills built, factories sub- 
sidized, until to-day Mexico is blooming 
like a rose, and wages have _ increased 
from twenty-five cents a day to seventy- 
five cents, it still being a country of 
wonderfully cheap labor. She is doing 
everything in her power to promote internal 
development, and her tariff, as I wrote in I878, 
is still something surprising. I gathered some 
special statistics for friends while I was down 
there, and during my investigations discovered 
that the opportunities for Canadians to do 
business there,were simply immense. Consul- 
General Ansdell has made application for the 
opening of negotiations, and I sincerely hope 
before this session of parliament is over that 
something will be done. Every province is 
concerned, for at present the visitor to Mexico 
will find that biscuits upon which there is a 
duty of seven and a half cents per pound, are 
supplied tothe Mexicans by Kansas City, to- 
gether with cracked wheat and dour, a trade 
which should be wholly ours if we had a reci- 
procity treaty. Soaps, protected from nine to 
sixty-two anda half cents a pound, ‘are sup- 
plied by England and France; writing and 
printing papers from four to thirty-two and a 
half cents a pound, are supplied by the United 
States and England. I give these as examples 
—woodenware would be in our line, fine horses 
and cattle now shipped from the United States 
under an almost prohibitory duty, would be 
sent frum here. I rode behind a team of horses 
which at Grand’s sale would not bring over 
three hundred and fifty dollars, which had 
been brought from Chicago and sold for twelve 
hundred dollars in Mexican money, which as 
a rule is worth about eighty cents on 
the dollar. Thoroughbred cattle would go 
from here instead of from the breeding farms 
of Illinois and Kentucky. Fish, which is now 
imported from Boston and San Francisco, 
would go from Halifax, St. John, Vancouver 
and Victoria. Nowhere did I discover a single 
can or box of Canadian fish nor an ounce of 
Canadian goods of any kind in that market of 
ten millions of people, which would mean 
much to us, for everything we gained would 
be new trade. Paper which is made and sold 
here at six cents a pound, is worth twenty 
there, and we would have a most excel- 
lent market, for Mexico is not without its 
newspapers, many of them ably edited too. On 
the other hand, the tobacco of San Andres 
Tuxtla is as fine as that of Havana and vastly 
cheaper. Sugar cane grows most luxuriantly 
on the red soil of southern Mexico, soil identi- 
cal with that of Cuba, with which I am fairly 
well acquainted. Fruits, spices, cotton, coffee, 
fibre, and a score of other things are produced 
which we use in large quantities. When we 
talk of reciprocity, let us talk of reciprocal 
trade with people whe produce what we want 
and consume what we produce. Our five mil- 
lions of people as consumers, are worth doubt- 
less more than their ten millions, but the ad- 
vantage to us would be fully as great as to 
them, for they make no cheese, no butter, 
import their hams, dried and pickled fisb, 
and use exactly what we have to sell. 
Mexico is a country that counts for some- 
thing, for it has a national sentiment 
which rates friendship as being worth some- 
thing and commercial enmity as being a bar- 
rier. Could we establish trade with them we 
would have a barley market,and their mines 
and ours would attract the attention of the 
world ; for unlike as they are, their dissimilarity 
would prove of valueto both. Shortly I hope 
to be able to say all these avenues of trade 
have been opened to Canadians, and at that 
time it will bea pleasure for me to indicate 


There is a vast area of public land unoccu- 
pied, much of it adapted for cuffee and sugar 
plantations. The price ranges from thirty cents 
an acre upwards, and on some of the new rail- 
ways, I have been assured, that during the 
past year eight million dollars of foreign capi- 


The patriotism of the Mexican puts to shame 
the mercenary feeling which was appealed to 
by the Liberals in their last campaign. When 
the Windom ruling and McKinley Bill began 
to afflict Mexico, the Government began a sys- 
tem of dignified reprisal in which the entire 
people heartily concurred. Smelters employ- 
ing thousands of men, were built, and ore 


but of fifteen years ago when I did business | how they can be made most valuable. 
there, and declared myself at once in order to 
receive protection, this too when I was acting 
for American firms, and was, I suspect, chosen 
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an hour, 
as 
At Laredo I said good-bye to Mexico with 
a sigh, for next to my own country I love it 


one who spends only a week or two weeks 
there, does not know it. I lived in it many 
years ago and I know the failings and the 
strength of the people. Their hospitality can- 
not be exceeded anywhere in the world. The 
poorest Mexican will always divide with you. 
He is generous and picturesque. The Indian 
is generous and industrious, and his sad eyes 
tell a story of a thousand years of sorrow en- 
dured by his race. They work hard, they work 
for very little, they love their country in a way 
which should make us Canadians blush. They 
make no complaints. One can thank God for 
a sojourn in a country where there is no 
complaining except from the church. They 
are happy, polite in speech, and gentle to one 
another, loving in their families though 
loose in their morals, and altogether 
one can forgive their weaknesses when 
acquaintance brings appreciation of their 
good qualities. If my health were ever 
to force me to leave this northern clime, which 
I love a thousandfold better than any other, I 
would go to Mexico, and if I went I would 
take the Mexican National Railway and see 
again those wondrous pictures which are die- 
played on almost every mile of that road, 
Those who next winter feel like shortening 
the season by a visit to the south, should visit 
this new land, new to us though older in 
history than any other part of the continent, 
and any information I can give to intending 
visitors will be cheerfully afforded. By and 
by some of the things which especially excited 
my attention will be dealt with in special 
articles, and in the meantime these letters 
will give place to my talks about things Cana- 
dian, and on matters Mexican I bid you adios, 
Don. 





Libitina Verticordia. 

Sister of sleep, healer of life, divine 
As rest and strong as very love may be, 

To set the soul that love could set not free, 

To bid the skies that day could bid not shine, 

Tu give the gift that life withheld was thine. 
With all my heart I loved one borne from me: 
And all my heart bows down and praises thee, 

Death, that has now made grief not his but mine. 





O Changer of men’s hearts, we would not bid thee} 
Turn back our hearts from sorrow ; this alone 
We bid, we pray thee, from thy sovereign throne 
And sanctuary sublime where heaven has hid thee, 
Give grace to know of those for whom we weep 
That if they wake their life is sweet as sieep. 
—Algernon Charles Swinburne in Black and White. 





The R. C. Academy’s Exhibition. 
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have for years 
watched the 
|| Progress of art 
min Canada. 
} They have 
™y | thoroughly re- 
i alized in their 
"hi long watch that 
‘Art, like Sci- 
ence, ‘moves 
but slowly, 
slowly, creep- 
ing on from 
point to point.” 
Art in letters 
i ae does likewise, 
eae They are the 

outgrowth of circumstances, and it is futile to 
cry out for either a national art or a national 
literature before the environment is suitable. 
As that approaches the favorable conditions, 
the long-looked for art is naturally evolved. 
It is most interesting, however, to note the ad- 
varccement, with all its stumblings and mis- 
takes, of an art struggling up through the 
darkness toward a high ideal. Pleasure and 
hope alternate with gloom and despair. It 
is with the body artistic as it is with the indi- 
vidual artist. To the layman, who is a sym- 
pathetic spectator of the process of growth, 
these exhibitions are the gauge marks which 
indicate the progress made or the reverse. 
They attest the force, or the weakness, of the 
effort made and the vital power in the artistic 
body. It is therefore gratifying to such an ob- 
server to see in the present exhibition evi- 
dences of splendia achievement and immense 
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One sees very little scenery when homeward 
bound. After I saw the announcement of a 
general election in Canada made in the 7'wo 
Republics—the English-speaking daily of Mex- 
ico City—I hurried homewards, and though the 
beautiful scenery on the Mexican National 
Railway re-impressed itself on me, the idea of 
soon being at home again was the dominant 
one, and as we flitted through cities we had 
visited, expectation rather than observation 
occupied my thoughts. I had a funny experi- 
ence at one of the Mexican stations on a fiesta 
day, when it is the custom to offer baskets for 
sale. I was buying some for myself and a 
gentleman on the train asked me to get one 
for him, The train was about starting when I 
inquired the price of the one he fancied, Two 
dollars was asked. After considerable hag- 
gling the vendor got down to seventy-five 
cents, and I was trying to make change when 
the train started. All the loose change we 
could raise was half a dollar. The Indian ran 
alongside of the moving coach and I explained 
that he would have to take back his basket. 
He saw the fifty cents in my hand and with a 
gasp such as a man who is wearied with hard 
running will give, he told me to give him that 
and keep the basket. It was very funny. 
When he got the half dollar the train must 
have been running at the rate of twenty miles 


best. There is no winter trip comparable to 
‘two or three months in that sunny land, The 





way from the importance of other branches, 


been made a receptacle for some meritorious 


years. In considering the expediency of this 
action there arises the old  difficuity 
between the critics and the criticized which 
has troubled the world for centuries. I be- 
lieve, however, in a little cruei kindness. 

The most important figure subjects, in oils, 
on exhibition are Family Prayer by G. A, 
Reid, Going Wrong by R. Harris, and At 
the Close of Day, by Carl Ahrens. Other 
smaller pictures contain figures, landscape, 
etc., where the interest is divided. 
The above artists bave found their 
subjects in the rural life of Canada, and have 
very successfully and picturesquely employed 
them. Mr. Reid has painted a picture charm- 
ing in many respects. It appeals forcibly and 
directly to a rural Canadian. It will probably 
occur to some that he has robbed his subject of 
much of its poetical teeling by being too literal. 
There seems to be an absence of devoutness 
in the picture that one would scarcely expect. 
There is an air of the impatient performance of 
a duty in the dropped-down-for-a-minute atti- 
tude of the head of the household. His 
thoughts might bein the hay field. The two 
children by the window are talking ‘on the 
sty” and the mother’s attention is evidently 
divided between her devotions and her daught- 
ers. The old man is devout. Now this is 
probably just the exact state of affairsin the 
majority of households where family worship 
is carried on. If Mr. Reid has imbibed any 
French ideas of realism he has doubtless 
achieved his object in this picture, and it be- 
comes a question of whether he has lost or 
gained artistically in sacrificing the poetical for 
the literal. His technical treatment is admir- 
able. The children by the window, the grand- 
father and the father are beautifully painted, 
while the background and accessories are 
natural and very harmonious. Mr. Reid ex- 
hibits a number of small pictures in oils and 
pastel. Inthe latter medium he works very 
successfully. 

The picture by Mr. Harris, entitled Going 
Wrong, represents a family group, cons’sting 
evidently of father, mother, son and daughter. 
A letter has come to the father’s hands giving 
information of his son’s lapse from right. With 
it he is confronting and accusing his guilty 
son, to the great grief of the mother and sister. 
The external expression of emotion is un- 
usually good and the picture easily tells it own 
story. The household is evidently a rural one, 
asallthe accessories, garments, furniture, etc., 
are of this character. The figures are well 
drawn, and the general tone of the picture ex- 
cellent. Mr. Harris has contributed some 
more general pictures and two portraits. His 
Old Friarisa splendid study of a head and 
The Cow Pen is well painted. The Prelude, 
an Oriental subject, representing a woman 
playing on a guitar or mandolin, does not ap- 
peal tome. Its coloring is exceedingly bril- 
liant and rather tawdry. 

Mr. Carl Ahren’s large canvas, At the Close of 
Day, is perhaps more notable as an example of 
a rare artistic feeling rather than great techni- 
cal excellence, although it is far from being de- 
ficient in the latter. It represents another 
scene familiar in our rural districts. Two 
women, one standing, the other sitting with a 
child in her arms, watch by a large iron soap 
kettle, under which a smouldering fire burns, 
The rosy reflected light from the twilight sky 
illumines the head of the standing figure, 
while along near the earth the dusk is creeping 
in and through it the blue smoke curls lazily 
upward. It has all the witchery and restful- 
ness of a Canadian summer evening and is 
pervaded with splendid “feeling.” This pic- 
ture contains many excellent touches and bears 
ample evidence of having been painted directly 
from the life by one whe knew his subject even 
better than he could express it. Mr. Ahrens 
exhibits two small pieces entitled Evening and 
Breaking Wave. The latter is an excellent bit 
of marine painting. There is another large 
figure painting on the wall entitled An Inter- 
rupted Siesta. It contains some good painting, 
but the general composition is absurd. 

There are a number of well painted portraits 
on the wal). Mr. R. Harris of Montreal is 
represented in this line by an excellent portrait 
of Hon. G. W. Allan and by a charming Por- 
trait of A Lady, in the features of which most 
Torontonians will recognize Miss Marjorie 
Campbell. These are well posed, full of char- 
acter and painted with a vigorous and firm 
touch. Mr. J. C. Forbes shows two por- 
traits of Toronto citizens, Messrs, A. M. Cosby 
and Samuel Nordheimer. I have a standing 
quarrel with Mr, Forbes in the matter of 
technique. While his likenesses may be very 
accurate, he seems to me to lack vigor which 
results in a loss of character in his portraits. 
The clothes of his subjects fit too snugly and 
their faces look too oily. 1f he is to paint 
Gladstone, as I hear, he must modify his 
methods in order to succeed, for the face of the 
G. O. M, is full of character, and they say his 
clothes never fit. Mr. J. W. L. Forster is 
represented by a very good portrait of Mr, 


vitality in the art movement of this country. 
It is not only interesting in its indications of 
technical progression, but is also attractive in 
the variety, range and spirit of the subjects 
painted. Canadian artists are commencing to 
grapple, and successfully too, with the more 
difficult branches of art which entail the 
employment of living and moving figures, 
Heretofore the endless succession of life- 
less landscapes made cur exhibitions ex- 
ceedingly monotonous to all but those 
whose interest was technical. Now, a pleas- 
ant array of subject paintings not only 
relieves the general monotony but largely adds 
by their contrast to the interest of the land- 
scape pieces. The progress made since the 
Academy’s exhibition was last held in Toronto 
cannot but be remarked and it indicates that 
at no distant date the art of Canada will take 
a reputable position. But, as I have often said 
in this column,I believe the richest vein in 
the mine is to be found in the life of Canada, 
and as our art works more and more in this 
direction so will it increase in importance. At 
the same time I do not wish to derogate in any 











































It is quite evident that the selection of the 
pictures hung in this exhibition has been very 
careful, although one room seems to have been 
used as a sort of waste-basket, While it has 


work, it contains other work that will only 
live todamn its author’s reputation in future 
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James Fullerton, Q.C. It is virile in treatment 
and a good likeness. Mr. W. A. Sherwood 
shows two portraits, one of Mr. F. M. Bell- 
Smith and one of himself. Both are well 
handled and excellent likenesses. Mr, G. A. 
Reid has an excellent portrait of a child, and 
Mr. A. D. Patterson contributes portraits of 
the late Mr. Robert Cassells and Mrs. Robert 
Cassells. Miss McConnell exhibits a portrait, 
which is lacking in drawing. 

By far the greater number of pictures ex- 
hibited are landscapes and miscellaneous. 
They are so numerous that it will be impos- 
sible to notice them all in the space at my dis- 
posal. In landscape Mr. John A. Fraser 
carries off the palm, as he did with his water 
colors last May. His subjects, three in number, 
are from the Highlands of Scotland. Though 
unfamiliar to most of us they bear their stamp 
of excellence on their faces. The distance is 
so perfect and values so well preserved that 
one can easily imagine, if he does not 
know, that he is looking on a perfect 
representation of a poetical scene in the 
historic Highlands. Mr. Homer Watson 
is also on hand with a number of Eng- 
lish and Scotch pictures, I like these speci- 
mens of his work better than any I have seen 
recently. He still preserves his peculiar cold 
tones and his skies are cloudy, but painting 
cloudy effects instead of sunny is purely a 
matter of taste. What puzzles one is where 
he gets his peculiar tones. Some of his com- 
positions in the present exhibit are charming 
and painted with much skill. Mr. F. M. Bell- 
Smith’s large oil, Indian Summer, is rather 
lacking in body. This is probably accentuated 
by the proximity of Mr. Watson’s strong colors. 
Mr. J. C. Forbes shows a number of small 
Jandscapes of which the best is probably 
Willows, at Cushings’ Island. Mr. G. B. 
Bridgman is represented by a‘number of inter- 
esting pictures. Winter, which represents a 
woman and child on a snow-covered field, has 
@ peculiar effect. It looks sunny, yet there is 
evidently no sun. It is rather effective, 
though one cannot but think the snow 
might have been cleaner. His Quietude 
is a pleasant picture, In The Turnpike there 
a certain crude effectiveness but the lines are 
too rigid to be pleasing. Mr. Percy Wood- 
,cock’s pictures wear an imitative look, as if 
one had met them before, but this is probably 
owing to their varnished appearance, which 
makes them look like old paintings. His small 
landscapes, Waterlily Bay, Souvenir au Grand 
Noir, Among the Thousand Islands, are charm- 
ing. There are few brighter bits of color on 
the walls than Mrs, G. A. Reid’s Roadside 
Cottage, which is excellently composed and 
careful in drawing and treatment. Her Panel 
is a gem in still life. A number ot paintings of 
French subjects are contributed by John Ham- 
mond, who shows some very effective work in 
a Misty Morning, St. John’s Harbor. Waiting 
for a Bite, by Mr. F.S.Challener, is a small figure 
painting very pleasing in character and credit- 
able to the artist, who is quite a young man. 
Mr. Owen P. Stables shows a clever portrait of 
a King Charles spaniel. A strong and well- 
handled painting of fruit, and two delight- 
ful bits of English iandscape are from 
the brush of Miss Gertrude E. Spurr. 
Mr. F. C. V. Ede exhibts two pictures of cattle, 
both of which, while indicating acertain degree 
of cleverness in handling, appear rather un- 
finished. Near Sandy Hook, Sturgeon Lake 
and On the Cottage Steps are two clever bits 
which testify to the versatility of Mr. R. Harris. 
The Old Saw Mill on the Riviere du Loup by O. 
A. Jacobi, has been treated in a sort of Monti- 
cellian style. Mr. W. Raphael contributes 
several good things, the most effective of which 
is the one entitled The Tramp, which, however, 
is a landscape rather than a figure subject, as 
the title would imply. A number of excellent 
small landscapes and one or two figures pieces 
are from the brush of Mr. W. Brymner, A 
picturesque bit of pastoral scenery is Haying 
Time at Valois, near Montreal. Low Tide, 
Baie St. Paul, is a strong bit of coast painting. 
Sad Memories is a well-painted study of an old 
woman. Mr. T. Mower Martin’s oil paintings 
are variable in quality. I do not like his large 
one, Portage in Muskoka. The foreground 
seems harsh. The distance is much better 
painted. His Harvest Time and Within the 
City Limits have a good feeling. Mr. Henry 
Sandham’s picture, In the Potato Field, might 
as well be In the Turnip Field for all the re- 
semblance there is in his painting to growing 
potatoes. Mr. Henry Martin and, Miss H. S. 
Samuels contribute fruit paintings, Juliet H. 
Howson and Margaret Ross, still life, Miss J. 
M. F. Adams some clever life studies, and Mr. 
Colin A. Scott, Ben Foster, Forshaw Day, Jas. 
Wilson, J. H.C. Miles and J. W. H. Watts 
some creditable sma!l landscapes, 

I shall deal with the remainder of the exhibi- 
tion next week. VAN. 








Can You See Your Own Brain? 


On the authority of Dr. Fraser Halle, it is 
quite possible for a man to see his own brain. 
Fifty years have elapsed since Purkinge ob- 
saprek that by passing a candle to and fro sev- 
eral times by the side of the eye the air in front 
was transformed intoa kind of screen,on which 
was reflected what was then supposed to be ‘‘a 
magnified image of part of the retina.” Sir C, 
(then Mr.) Wheatstone believed it to be “the 
shadow of the vascular network.” Mayo 
thought it was ‘“‘an image of the blood vessels 
of the retina.” Sir Benjamin Brodie said that 
it was to him really incomprehensible. By 
means of more careful drawings Dr. Fraser 
Halle resumed the exploration and succeeded 
in identifying the picture with the ,representa- 
tion of the “anterior lobe of the cerebrum.” 
The picture consists, he has long observed, of 
“red convolutions with dark interspaces,” 
among which a whitish admixture is some- 
times visible. These, he says, constitute exactly 
the image of folds of the anterior lobe of the 
brain with the furrows between them. The 
candle should be moved to and fro, about four 
inches below the eye, and three and a quarter 
inches from the face. When the movement 
ceases the undulations, of course, aiso cease 
and the image disappears. A reddish mist ap- 

ars first, and the image is soon developed and 

efined. Night is the best time for it, but it 
can be seen in a dark place—faintly—in the day- 
time.—Chicago News. 





Ornamental, also Useful. 


Mrs. Suddenrich—What awful nice spoons 
them are ! 

Dealer—Yes, madam; they are our very 
latest designs, 

Mrs. S.—Are they to eat fruit with ? 

Dealer—They are souvenir s) 8, madam. 

Mre. S.—Gimme a dozen. Our new French 
cook makes elegant souvenir.—N. Y. Weekly. 
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THE STAIN ON THE GLASS 


By JEAN KATE LUDLUM. 


** You will spoil Roy as he has spoiled you,” 
he said, in the kind and gentle voice only this 
one person ever heard. 

She laughed and ran away along the hall and 
out at the big front doors, closing them softly 
behind her and hurrying along the streets as 
crisp and bright and beautiful as the descend- 
ing night, her warm heart pulsing with pride 
for the man she was hastening to welcome as 
she welcomed always his return—never dream- 
ing of the threatening cloud lowering above 
her, 


CHAPTER V. | 
HELEN, 


Helen Hilton sank down laughing in a chair 
opposite her mother in the latter's dressing- 
room, lightly clasping her slim, white fingers 
around one of the cushions, against which she 
leaned so gracefully and luxuriantly, her large, 
brown eyes half-closed in lazy enjoyment. 

“I declare, mamma, I am tired almost to 
death,” she said, in her soft, musical voice, her 
parted red lips showing the glimmer of pear] 
teeth within. ‘‘ Carlie and 1 were shopping all 
the morning. We met some of the girls, too, 
and form & party to drive in the Park 
this afternoon ; and while — — on * 
the Park—I love every step of that o ark, : 7 
believe, Mamma Deease-—ve decided to go to en, ig aggre ; a oe 
the theater to-night, if our escorts are not Nanuet and the Nyack road, and that a 





CHAPTER VI. 


THE ARREST. 
After the news was made known through 


icar iene “4 ee “= oq ros handsome stranger, apparently much ex- 
hunting out poor little harmless rabbits one Ss Galen oe my Ei aoe 
quail and things—but it always seems an eter- anf Gis tae “tone Gee Ge city ae 
caus en gee tae ee ee was too much excitement to clearly remember 
en neanenaele eh ensened nc fnenes, | et ke ants seieed lige rise The onto 
oe ee eee een ae was, called, that he impaneled a jury, and that 
not spoiled but rendered somewhat careless of | the verdict was the unmistakable fact that the 
the world beyond lier world, by her own suc- man was dead, — — met his death 
cess and happy life and ease. Her husband | “ under ae ee aes ‘tee 
adored her. Nothing that money could buy did | _ This last was the arrow that s a at | 03 
she desire and not obtain. She was the only | Hilton’s honor. He was a stranger there se e 
child of the proud old Stuart house, and ai- | Was seen to leave the place ee ae e- 
though her parenrs were given over to society | ment; he = been ae $ : es 
and its least demands, yet they loved and were saan quarre hat o e dea ‘ a iias 
intensely proud of this one exquisitely beauti- | Woods, a & Da ae te Fa uttn talk: os od 
ful daughter. Her social success and alliance | the wound was made . File fired oan . 
with a house as old and blue-blooded and proud eee lees ae caus ae ie ~ag= . 
a : , c 
— increased their perfect satisfaction in the stranger oan anak , to emerge an aie 
i i § telegram, sent 
Mrs. Stuart smiled with proud pleasure upon | Woods. This statement led to a | L 
i to the city, ordering the stranger's detention at 
the animated face among the stuffy cushions | Jersey City, for which place his ticket was pur- 


of the huge arm chair. She was a beautiful I u 
woman eee ber white hair under an atom chased. An cfticer was sent down to bring him 


: i ; irit | back to Nyack to await further developments, 
Sah hecetiaen Tee el leat, witn Aci | Gr eeag each proot ok be innocence fe ee 
toward the small woman opposite. overbalance the strong circumstantial evidence 
“I think Roy spoils you, because you are so | 8gainst him. When the officer made known 
much of a child, Helen,” she said, laughingly. | his errand and took aan tite aera? oe s 
She was toying with a polished ebony hand- | first = was to stri . cae i 
mirror. Her mai@ was but just gone, dis- | hes Pwd ——e to ™ a ; i oe y 
missed after arranging her mistress’s hair, that itten— wit such a his me. bu a e plac : 
the two should not beinterrupted. Theatmos. | Stern restraint upon his an = ee oO 
phere of the room was heavy with the fra-| the afternoon’s meeting and what followed re- 
grance of toilet waters and perfumes. Aftera| turning all too vividly upon him, the hand 
moment, the slender little figure rose from the oo raised in self-defence fell clenched 
: at 


-dra- is side, and the strange pallor upon his face 
oetled end crossed to the long, lace-dra duringthe journey only deepened, as he shut his 


ee t, | teeth down sharply over the groan that rose to 
canines whe paid, her Sect eae he eh. hislips. He staggered for an instant, stricken by 
her smiling dark eyes resting upon the older | the weigat of the truth against him. Then he 
eyes of the same hue. “i am suffocating. | drew himself up proudly, all the strong old 
Your rooms are always so sweet with odors, | blood of his line coming to his aid, and signified 
that it is like being smothered in flowers. Too | bis willingness to return with the officers to 
much of any good thing, you know—— The | the little town among the hills, 
thought of flowers is delightful, but if one is to | ,, Justice followed so sharply upon the deed 
be smothered with them, it is death just the | that he was stunned, thinking of it as the 
same. May I open it, mother mia?” | were whirled over the Northern road a half- 

‘* Since you have taken to summering in the | hour later. He would not try to free himself 
Adirondacks, you are a fanatic about air.” said | from the charge until such time as should call 
Mrs. Stuart, calmly. She allowed nothing to | for accusation and justification. He would not 
disturb her equanimity. Worry or impatience | even ask if his friends a on —< ae or 
spoiled one’s expression and smoothness of | to send a message to bla < _ crime 
face, Perhaps her caimness accounted for the | Charged upon him was so black and so clear 
perfect baby softness of her face. ‘‘Open the | that he would bear it alone as long as he could. 
window if you wish, Helen; but remember | It was bitter, degrading. He would keep it 
that it is late November weather, and slightly | ao his wife and friends until necessity made 
chilly.” it Known. a 

Helen laughed, and shrugged her pretty They will know of it soon enough, he 
shoulders. A comical pucker wrinkled her | 8roaned to himself, nis elbow upon the window 
brows. Her dark eyes looking out from | Sill of the car, his chinin his hands, his eyes, 
this elaborate wrinkle were merry and bright. | half proud, half pathetic, hres steady in 


i their gaze, staring out upon the whirling scen- 
oa  Chnepened window, mbaling the ery. Oneof the cflicers in civilian dress sat 


“Tt is so good,” she said, solemnly. ‘ Maybe with him, the other occupied the seat behind. 
it is cold, bat one must have air in winter as | He was not handcuffed. In that they were gen- 
well as in summer, chere mamma. See! SolI| erous. There was something about the man 
clear away the dead close atmosphere of the | that commanded respect in spite of the charge 
shops, and let new blood into my heart against | against him. The men had seen too much of 
Roy's return. I always like to be at my best | life to be easily soft-hearted, but they were not 
with him.” | unjust. Men in as high life as he, had been 

“You are a spoiled child,” said her mother, | Charged with murder before, but they would 
with unusual fondness. ‘*Now close the win-| 20t be harsh. Circumstances were black 
dow, Helen. It is time to dress fordinner. You | #gainst him, but, as yet, he was not proved a 


ill di here——” | Murderer. : : 
Wo On an ust? des De hastily. | How swiftly the time flew between Roy's 


She closed the window, after a last deep breath | 4rrest and their arrival at the Nyack depot, yet 
of the clear outer air, and crossed to one of the | 40 eternity of sorrow and pain passed over his 
mirrors to arrange her bonnet—a scrap ot a/| Soul. He bore himself just as erect and manly, 
thing in reds and browns that rested upon her | his eyes never flinching from the gaze of those 
beautiful hair as though it loved it. She pushed | they met. He looked as handsome and proud 
up to the last correct point the long, loose | 42d noble walking between the officers, as ever 
wrists of her tan-colored Suede gloves and | he looked in his life. But appearances deceive 
nestled her soft, dimpled chin in the long hair | Oftentimes, the people said, gossiping later, and 
of her boa, shrugging her shoulders, glancing | bravado sometimes goes for a noble pride. 


critically sideways into the mirror to see that | |The hunting party were awaiting him at the 
her coat sat well. A beautiful, proud, bewitch- | S8tation-house. He feared this would be the 
ing woman, conscious of her perfections and | ©48e, but did not flinch from the meeting. For 
imperfections, with the capabilities of making | #2 instant the color flamed into his face and 
a noble woman should her Tite rouse the latent | then gave place to a more deadly pallor. 
power within the soul looking out of those | Idid not think to meet you—so,” he said, 
great, dark. shy. proud eyes. | quietly, his voice perfectly even, though he 
““Now, Mamma Stuart!” She turned from | refused the outstretched hands of his friends. 
the mirror quite satisfied. ‘‘I must hurry on | “ Who guessed this morning what would come 
home. I walked here, you know. I was so| With the night? And——” his eyes, darkened 
tired of the carriage, and the air is just right | With a nameless shadow, turned to Frank 
for walking. I wish Roy had invited me to| Whitney's kind face. And George Chesney 
join the hunt. I would have gone fast enough, | is dead—murdered—these men tell me—mur- 
and Carlie, and dear little Kit and some of the | dered—by me! Do you believe me guilty, 
others, only men never think how we would | Frank—you, my old chum? i 
like ashare in such of their pleasures. The Whitney silenced him. A flush came into 


lords of creation sometimes overlook the ladies | his face. He laid his hand on Roy’s arm, the 
in their magnificence |” others pressing about him. The officers were 
She laughed merrily and touched her mother’s | Withdrawn, though near at hand. There was 


: ir wi i powerful influence to bear in Roy Hilton’s 
a with her light fingers, stooping favor and already it was felt. 
You will be at 


‘Au revoir, mother mine! * Believe you guilty? Of course not, Roy, 
the Caritons’, I presume? We will go there | ™Y dear fellow!” said Frank Whitney, deci- 
after one or two scenes—after seeing the Ken- | Sively. ‘* We will prove your innocence, never 
dals at their best, you know. J so admire that | fear. But forthe present—just for the pres. 
woman !” ent, Roy, it is best to say little. We have done 

She flitted away as though in truth she be-| What we can—now. By and by we will do 
longed to the crisp, bright outer air and not | More. All in good time, dear old fellow—all in 
the heavy atmosphere of the luxurious room, | 800d time | a 
her skirts rustling softly down the polished We will stand by you like a company of 


oaken staircase, her face like a picture, in the | Vigilantes, we fellows, Roy!” declared Jack 
mellow light of the hall. Passing on to the | Graham, in his pleasant voice, not to be put off 


library ere leaving the house, she tapped | !n his determination to grasp the prisoner’s 
lightly upon the closed door, holding back the hand, Look here, now, none of this, Hilton ! 
rich, heavy drapery before it. Then, pushing | I'l! swear by you till my last gasp, 80 you may 


; bri soe he | #8 well give us your hand on it!’ 
2. stood, a bright vision, upon the | 9%’ Your heart is good and strong, Roy, old 


DeWitt Stuart was sitting before the glowing | boy,’ added Joe Manning, as heartily as he 
grate-fire, his slippered feet upon the fender, | could command himself to speak. Don’t let it 
reading the evening paper, one or two that he | fail ta We'll get you through without a 
had read fallen to the floor. He raised his eyes | 8¢ratch! 


f th s col s as his daught used | ‘Our sentiments, down to the last man, 
im the doceway. His eaid bine ene took an'n| Roy,” added Olesenes White.tn beanty nerekee’ 


warmer glint. He smiled. speaking to her: | ation, “These fellows here will do their best 
“Come in,” he said, “little one. Where is | for you, and we'll pull you through as soon as 

Roy?” warm. Don’t a lose — ee Me 
ae i , a nd so it was that proud Roy Hilton, in the 

Fr with the hunting party, you know | height of his menhaedend pride and birth, was 
** Oh, yes,” nodding gravely. ‘‘I remember, | branded with suspicion of murder and held to 


now. Come to the fire. It is chilly to-day. ; await his trial, the evidence so strong against 
Helen.” him, even his warmest friends growing sick at 
won agen See bright head merrily but reso. heart fighting for proofs of his innocence. 
tely. e dimples were coming and going in elimi deep 
her cheeks, The fire reflected itself in sparkles CHAPTER VII, 
in hereyes. The mellow glow from the read. | BEFORE THE TRIAL, 
ing lamp fell upon her father’s white head and | Three weeks went by between that Novem- 
touched her face tenderly. | ber day and the day set for trial. Money hur 
**But, indeed, I am not cold, papa,” she! ried this on, and money engaged the most 
said, ayly, smoothing the long ends of the/ skilful detectives to work up the case for 
boa with her restless fingers, still standing in proofs in his favor; and the law did every- 
the doorway. ‘Iam never cold, you know! If thing that could be done to trace the murder 
ey ever undertakes the North Pole instead | to ita true source; and still there could be 
of African wilderness, I shall join the expedi- | but one verdict. 
tion! Only,” her laughter and bright words Never, Roy told himself, had events so crowd- 
were good to hear in the great darkened room, | ed into such a short space of time, or such clear 
“only I should be tempted to remain with you. proofs risen as to the murderer. 
if I yielded to your invitation, Papa Stuart, the * How does my | wife bear this?” he asked 
fire so pretty! I just stopped to say good-bye. | Frank Whitney, his counsel, when he came to 
Good-bye, wart, until we meet at Mrs. | him one day—the day receding the trial. 
Carlton’s! It is almost time for Roy, and I | ** They have done well to eep her from here. 
must hurry. I wouldn’t have him come without | Her coming could do no good, and would only 
being home to meet him!” be an a my sadness to both of us. You 
DeWitt Stuart nodded, smiling upon his | are her friend, Frank. Tell me truly, how do 
ter. her people take this disgrace?” 





The lawyer shrugged his shoulders with af- 
fected lightness, and laughed o— but his 
client was not to be so easily eceived. There 
was a shadow in the kind brown eyes that told 
Roy Hilton as clearly as words that all was not 
well, assure him as his friend would that such 
was the case. He forgot his own danger in this 
dread for his wife, 

“ You are not to talk of this affair as dis- 
grace, Hilton,” Whitney said. *‘‘ We will bring 

jou through all right. We are working like 

avérs, and believe in you so firmly no one 
could doubt you ; and when once you are out 
of this, who could hold suspicion toward you?” 

“That is not answering my question, Whit- 
ney,” retorted Roy, sternly. There was a hag- 

ard look upon his face that struck a chill to 
his friend's heart ; a restless light in his eyes, 
born of the confinement and the suspicion. 

** You need not tell me that Helen is true. She 

could never be other than herself, under any 

circumstances, Even had I done this thing "— 
his lawyer started at the swift change on the 
pale face—‘‘even had I done it, and he her 
friend and mine, she would be true to me. She 
could not doubt me. It is of her people I ask. 

They would sooner see me dead—far sooner, as 

you know—than bring disgrace upon their 

proud name. That has been the one bitterest 
drop of all this bitter; and it is bitter, Frank 

Whitney, beyond your knowing.” 

The lawyer's face changed strangely, as he 
stood behind Roy’s chair. 

“This confinement is making you gloomy 
—you, the jolliest fellow going, Roy,” he said ; 
and he laughed, with strange restraint upon 
voice and expression. ‘‘ We must get you out 
of here to-morrow. Rest assured that there is 
not another night for youin this room, Your 
friends have the utmost faith in you, believe 
me,” 

The young man rose, locking his hands be- 
hind him, as though, with this touch of evil 
upon him, he c:uld not meet the frank hands 
of his friend. The haggard expression deep- 
ened upon his face in the faint light of the 
small room, where the ae flared fitfully be- 
hind its smoky chimney. is eyes were larger 
than usual with the trouble that dawned in 
his heart; as though, his friend thought, 
watching him, he saw some terrible thing be- 
fore him that must cloud his life, 

‘‘Frank,” he said, hoarsely, drawing 
himself to his full heignt, and he was per- 
fect in physique, this young man charged 
with the murder of his rival—‘t Frank, I 
ask you a plain question. I am not a child. 
Being a man, I trust I can bear what comes to 
me 4saman should. You need hold nothing 
back. What will be the end of this? But tell 
me—my wife! my wife! What is death com- 
pared to her happiness? If it should be proved 
that I murdered Chesney, that in a moment of 

sion I took his life”’—how restless and 
loodshot those eyes were, and how ory 

set and strained was the face !—‘‘ would it 
always stain her name as well as my own? 
Can nothing erase the blood from the hand 
that may have done the deed in a moment 
when comprehension of what was done was 
beyond control? Such things do occur. Must 
she—if it goes as I know you fear it must—will 
she have to bear the shame, too, Frank ?” 

His voice died out utterly. His lawyer 
crossed the couple of feet of space between 
them and reached out his hand to lay it upon 
the other's shoulder ; but Roy would not admit 
that. With a haughty upliftiag of the proud, 
fair head and a squaring of the broad shoulders, 
he stepped back beyond his friend’s reach, his 
eyes flashing with a new fire, his lips set sternly 
under the blonde mustache, to ward off the 
other's aporonch. 

‘*‘Frank Whitney,” he said, with a strange 
coldness, as though only so he could hope to 
retain his self-control, “there is no need of 
words between us. Your face tells me the 
truth as well as words could do. I have little 
fear of death”—how he lifted that haughty 
head, and how those eyes flashed, and what an 
altogether magnificent air there was about 
him !—“I think I can bear it as well as most 
men! But, come out of it as I may—well or 
ec there is little hope of the former—my 
wife——” 

The other interrupted him quietly. There 
was an answering fire in his eyes that proved 
that he was not the man to be easily 
silenced when once he had made = his mind 
to speak. He advanced upon his friend and 
would mat be put off. Very quietly, but with 
infinite kindness, he laid his two hands upon 
the other's broad shoulders and met the flash- 
ing blue eyes with his steady brown ones. 
They read each the other’s thoughts. Then 
Roy spoke more oeetl 

** Frank,’ he said, and his eyes did not falter, 
looking into those of his friend, “if trouble 
comes to us two through this strange accident 
of fate, I give it into your hands to make clear 
the road to her happiness! I don't know why 
I have this feeling—I would call it absurd in 
any one else—but I am firmly convinced that 
we have been too happy, Helen and I, for it to 
last. I'm not usually sentimental. I think I 
have as level a head as most men. But I hold 
such love in my heart for my wife as is almost 
idolatry. It is too deep to last without trial. 
I could ”—he still stood up straight and tall 
and handsome, in spite of the haggardness of 
his face—*I could in truth stain my hands 
with murder to keep any touch of evil from 
her! Do not start. I tell you the truth. Laugh 
at me if you will. You never proved what a 
woman’s love is to a man. To me it is more 
than life— Helen’s happiness !” 

Again the strange pallor upon his face that 
so discomforted Whitney. He started at once 
as though he would prevent his uttering the 
reckless words, but restrained himself, As a 
lawyer, he told himself often, he had proof 
enough that marriages were not always made 
in heaven! And where was supreme love 
there must also be supreme jealousy! He 
knew it true of his friend, and his self control 
left him for a moment ere he spoke, his voice 
quite steady and strong with faith. 

** My dear fellow, I believe that you and your 
wife are two of the happiest people in the 
world. To-morrow you shall, if there is power 
enough in the law, be given your freedom and 
return to your home and wife. You have 
grown gloomy, as I said, shut up here!” 

He was turning away, when Roy stopped 
him. There wasa flush on his cheeks anda 
faltering in his voice, 

‘** Frank,” he said, holding out his hands to- 
ward his friend and counsel, “‘there is only 
this that I have to request: keep Helen awa 
from here ifitisin your power. I—I think f 
could not bear that she should see me in—this 
position—” 

His friend laughed with forced lightness. 
His hand was warm and rue, graaplog the 
hand now outstretched to him, ow changed 
was this, his friend, during these three weeks! 

** You are to have no such thoughts as these, 
Roy,” he said, heartily, determined to believe 
even against tae crowding circumstances. ‘If 
this is your wish, I will try to fulfill it, Keep 
up agood heart. Twenty-four hours will see 

ou out of here, and we will have back our 
Jonty Hilton, not this glum man with a distrust 
of even his friends.” 

Roy laughed, but rather harshly. There was 
more reason for his fear than the other knew, 
he said to himself, when he was again alone, 
resuming his attitude of despondency. He 
knew perhaps, better than Whitney, that he 
had caused to fear the outcome of the morrow’s 
trial. And if they should prove him guilty, 
if there were enough evidence—how could he 
know of that, shut up like a dog in a kennel— 
if there were none evidence to make clear 
that it was his h that caused the death of 
his rival ? 

He shuddered, and a low groan escaped him. 
What must be the outcome of that! More 
than death! He did not half so much fear 
death—though it come upon the gallows with 
the black cap and the sw ere were 
his thoughts tending? He did not fear that so 
much as he feared the consequent separation 
from his wife. He knew his wife's relations, 
They were undoubtedly no more wealthy than 
he ; their blood was no bluer; their pride no 
more haughty. But to lay upon them a stain 
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or hint of stain, no matter under what force of 
circumstances, would be past their forgiveness, 

“Whitney would cheer a fellow if he were 
to be hung the next minute,” he said, by and 
by, turning his haggard face and restless, 
feverish eyes toward the small window, where 
the darkness of night made the pale reflection 
of the lamp like a will-o’-the-wisp a the 
panes, ‘“ But, doasI will, I cannot rid myself 
of the belief that this cannot end so easily as 
he would have me think. And anything—any- 
thing—death even—rather than live and know 
that she is kept from me because of that cloud 
upon my honor,” 

Through the Iqng night—the longest night 
in hie life, it seemed to Roy—he sat in his 
chair, ncw dropping off into fitful sleep, now 
rousing to renewed thoughts of evil upon him. 

Terrible fancies filled his brain, and the dark- 
ness was fitful with ghostly shadows, gigantic 
in size, real in the excited magination, fright- 
ful to the troubled heart. How he would wel- 
come another day’s light! Death, even, seemed 
less hard to bear with the broad light of day 
upon the world, and not this ghastly, un- 
fathomable blackness. 

A long, long time he sat watching through 


the window for the light that would heral@ 


day. And as light comes alike to just and un- 
just, and the sun never falters in his rising or 
setting for the innocence or the guilt of man, 
so atiast the black, blank night grew grayly 
into dawn in the wan east, and the full glim- 
mer and deepening of day struck pallor to the 
lamp-light and the face of the watcher in the 
small room. A gray day, with threatening 
storm to come, but—day ! 

Ere another night fell upon him. Ro said, 
grimly, as he rose stiffly from his chair and 
crossed over to the window, as though so he 
hoped to breathe freer—ere another night came 
upon him, he would be outside of that room, 
either free or found guilty of the murder of a 
man he called his friend, 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE TRIAL, 

The court-room was crowded from floor to 
roof with eager faces. From the rail before 
the dock to the utmost corner of the galleries, 
rows upon rows o- inquisitive eyes were turned 
upon the judge, the jury, the lawyers and the 
prisoner, 

Very handsome the prisoner looked in spite 
of the pallor upon his face, and some of those 
most certain of the verdict let their hearts 
soften toward him as they looked upon his 
sternly set face. His blue eyes flashed with 
the'proud spirit that must have stood by him 
through even worse than this, and his broad 
shoulders were squared with the bearing of 
dignity—a very man in every feature and ges- 
ture—though oe should agree, the jurymen, 
that he had stained his strong white hands 
with another man’s biood, in a fit of brutal 
passion. 

His eyes did not falter nor fall, meeting this 
sea of eyes and faces, though now and then he 
searched the room over, a streak of red across 
his eyes, as though they, too, were touched by 
the mark of blood—resting always upon one 
veiled figure at the far end of the gallery. His 
head was proudly lifted, and he seemed almost 
unconscious of the terrible crime charged 
against him, more and more as the day wore 
on and tne trial with it, a vacant expression 
creeping upon the haggard face ever and anon 
as he sat ead listened, listened with grave at- 
tention to what was argued and what was said 
for and against him. 

Very thoroughly and well was the trial con. 
ducted, for the law would be just and accuse 
no man hastily or without good evidence. 
Nevertheless, as the case for prosecution was 
presented and the evidence, so strong, so ter- 
rible, was laid before them, who could fail to 
know what a vast, vast space of proof lay piled 





against him in proportion to that stat for | 


his defence, 
Few in that crowded room knew what hod 


been done in the prisoner’s behalf, and the | 
mass of attentive faces changed expression | 


from certainty of guilt toa shade of doubt, as 
the powerful evidence was given for defence. 
The one proof that seemed so strong against 
him, of the rifle-ball aimed from the thicket 
and answering minutely to the one gone from 
Roy’s rifle at the time of his arrest, was some- 
what weakened when it was proved that Roy 
was not the only one passing t rough the wood 
almost directly upon the time of the murder. 

Hardman’s niece had witnessed a quarrel 
between the prisoner and the murdered man, 
during whic’ the former threatened the latter’s 
life. But—old Hardman and his niece had. 
perhaps, as little love for George Chesney as 
had the prisoner. Chesney was known to have 
threatened the old miser with the exposure 
of some dark transaction, only the week 
preceding the murder, when the old man 
shook his fist in his face and dared him to 
do so at his peril! He was coming from 
Hardman’s kouse that day. Hardman 
sent for him on important Cstuste No 
one knew what passed between them save 
the lawyer, the old man and his niece! 
But Jane Hardman proved that she was in 
that rtion of the woods almost at the 
time of the murder, And -Hardman possessed 
a rifle with barrels corresponding to that used 
and carried by the prisoner upon the day of the 
murder; and although every charge was re 
moved, it was known to have been loaded up 
to that day. To besure, the prisoner showed 
considerable agitation when boarding the train 
at Nanuet, and all things were apparently as 
usual in the Hardman household when the 
two hired men, Bill Harton and his brother. 
returned from the |village where Hardman 
sent them upon an efrand that afternoon : and 
so faras man could see, it rested equally be- 
— these two, whose rifle held the deadly 


Even the promiscuous crowd crammed into 
the court-room, waiting for the final decision 
that must prove the prisoner ilty, and eager 
to know what sentence should be sed upon 
him, unconsciously felt Whitney’s influence 
[ag he rose to make his final address to the 

ary. 

As he rose, all idle chatter under breath, all 
restless movement fell into silence; a dead 
hush was upon the room; all eyes centered 
upon the man in the dock and his eloquent 
counsel. Never before had that court room 
held such a speaker ; not that his words were 
many; hundreds of men had uttered hundreds 
of more words tban he, ina like cause, and 
failed ; but what he said was clear and concise, 
yet aimed at their hearts as well as their judg. 
ment, and when finished and seated himself, 
there were tears in many eyes unused to weep. 

He told of the young man’s unblemished 
life ; of his effort to conquer the evil touch of 
jealousy so strongly held against him; of his 
endeavor to make men better by his kindly 
words and deeds; of the undoubted friendly 
intercourse between him and George Chesney. 
“A high-souled, highly honored christian 
gentleman—” would he in a fit of recklesa pas- 
sion take the life of another such ? 

Still, when the prosecuting counsel rose and 
summed up the case for prosecution, there 
were the facts indisputable upon his side ; and 
the fickle crowd, no longer listening to the 
elcguent man whose words were so ulet and 
so impressive, knew not what to believe and 
scarcely knew what they desired should be the 
ending of the trial, This man, too, was elo- 
quent and his words foreible with facts even 
clearer than those offered by his opponent. He 
epee of the dead man’s home of mourning and 
the noble life cut short by a dastardly act. 

The prisoner was known to have cause 
against the murdered man; it was an indis- 

utable fact that this one element of insane 
Jealousy belonged to the blood of the family ; 

@ was heard to threaten his rival, and an hour 
thereafter his rival was found murdered. He 
knew this man was to be in that portion of the 
woods ; George Chesney sent written word to 
the club to that effect, when stating his inabil 
ity eZee them. The prisoner disagreed with 


hour his rival was some in the woods. Evi- 
dence was given that theyfmet and quarreled ; 
and the foot-printe in the snow proved that 






































the prisoner, instead of ae the track 
leading to the Nyack turnpike, followed in his 
rival’s path—followed, because his foot-prints 
were just over the other’s—until a lack of snow 
left the trace indistinct and he turned off to 
the cart track through the thicket, just above 
where the murder was committed. After that 
he was seen toleave Nanuet alone and in much 
excitement, When arrested but one chamber 
of his rifle was empty, and the wound was 
caused by such a ball. 

And the prisoner? How quietly he sat, as 
though he were listening to some other man's 
trial than his own, save for those strangely 
bloodshot eyes that turned now and then frcm 
the bench to search through the crowd and 
end—always end—upon that veiled figure in 
the far end of the gallery. As the trial ad- 
vanced, the pallor upon his face began flutter- 
ing, flashes of feverish color tinged the thin 
cheeks, only to die away again in that intense 
death-like paleness that told of extreme suffer- 


ing. 

ft was strange how his mind wandered, too. 
Now his attention was centered upon the trial 
—his trial—and he leaned slightly forward, as 
though he were growing deaf and could not 
easily catch the words. Then, his eyes turning 
upon the silent figure in the gallery, he won- 
dered vaguely sometimes, sometimes with 
vivid comprehension, as to who this still, 
graceful, heavily veiled woman could be. And 
then, growing more and more careless of what 

ed around him, he began counting aim- 
essly the windows and the panes of glass and 
the faces before him ; this blending confusedly 
with the voice of the speaker and the evil of 
jealousy, descending through many genera- 
tions, to blot and cloud a life hitherto so bonor- 
able that never a murmur of wrong could be 
breathed upon it, 

And again he caught the words at the bar. 
And still that silent, proud figure sat in the 
darkening gallery, with its face veiled se- 
curely from chance eyes, And those panes in 
the long windows aud the eager faces pressed 
one behind another in every direction, mingled 
and grew confused in his mind. 

Then a stir through this sea of faces, as 
though some mighty wind had touched them ; 
and a silence like the hush of death ; and then 
in some unaccountable fashion, the words of 
the judge, distinctly uttered, yet dulled to his 
ears, struck through this confusion, and he 
knew vaguely, scarcely caring, that he was de- 
livering his charge to the jury. And by and 
by. after what seemed but an instant’. space 
of time to him, his mind seemed to so easily 
grasp the vastness of time, but which was in 
reality full five hours, the jury returned. 

And now this blurring sea before him—the 
windows, the panes of dingy glass, the glim- 
mer of lightly lying snow, the whispering of 
winds along the tree-tops, the mighty death- 
like silence of waiting. for some great event; 
then out of this—not a breath—not a rustle— 
perfect silence—sounded the foreman’s voice, 
and he knew— 


(To be Continued.) 





Take the Picturesque Erie Railway to New 
York, 


Parties visiting New York should always be 
careful to have their tickets read via the Erie. 
They run magnificent through sleepers from 
Toronto, and attach the finest dining cars in 
the United States for meals. The Erie is a 
aouble-track road from Suspension Bridge to 
New York. The officials of this great road de- 
serve great credit for the guns service they 
have given to the people in Canada, and we 


hope this favorite route will be well patronized, 





™ PISO’S CURE FOR ,, 
oF Bent URES, WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS. use 
re) in time,” Bold by druggists. S 


“CONSUMPTION 





THE CANADA 
Sugar Refining Co. 


Montreal. ‘'mites 





We are now putting up, expressly 
for family use, the finest quality of 


. PURE SUCAR SYRUP 


not adulterated with Corn Syrup, 
in 2 Ib. cans with moveable top.. 
For Sale by all Croccrs. 














CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles tnc#- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the — &e. While their most 


remarkable success shown in c"ring 
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Hugh Travers’ Probation. 


‘* Have you heard the news? Grace Elles- 
mere is going with her father to live for a 
Whole year at.Taormina—a dreadful place on 
the top ot a mountain, full of brigands and 
gipsies—and they are to lodge in a tumble- 
down ghostly old monastery. Did you ever 
hear of anything more dismal ?” 

‘* But why, in the name of common sense, do 
they aot select a more cheerful retreat?” 

~ a seeperny 2 coma sms - ee —_ samine 
the doctors say his only chance is to live fora titel 
walle in, a pure mild atmosphere ; so they have one TS with dithonley thes ae 
chosen iaormina. ] r ’ Vv jon 

* A doleful prospect for poor Grace! In her = 2 — oo ~~ ae. ee 
lace I should die of the ‘blues’! I wonder thanks he sank back upon the cushions, and 

er father allows her to make ee. relapsed into a state of semi-consciousness. 
A hired ee would serve him quite > the a Graced urged her pony forward in the direction 
pe an comiamea.” Grace just as our theatri- of the Castello Caterina ; and in half an hour, 

th a sigh of relief, she gave over the 

Ia this strain the English-speaking com. | ¥ d 
munity in an hotel at Florence discussed the — stranger to the care of her father’s 
plans of Mr. Ellesmere an faughter, ‘heir! “An hour later the gentleman was able 
sympathy for Miss Grace was rather wasted ; | thank his Meustnobars an they deserved. He 
for, though she secretly enjoyed her reputa- was a handsome able man of about five. 
tion for being the best hand at tennis, the and-thirty, with aioe threads of gray in his 
most graceful dancer, and the life and spirit of | Gat; sailed halt. His epee hada world of 
their little coterie, she was delighted at the | :indness in them: but even with the return of 
prospect of so novel a kind of existence as that strength they retained what was apparently 
eer as bode cd to follow her father to | their usual expression of sadness. ‘Colonel 

° se _| Hugh Travers” was the name on the card 

Her destination pa as foe re “— which he presented to Mr. Ellesmere; and, in 
ness that Grace’s friends had pic Saad of M. U- | alluding to the cavalry regiment to which he 
ated on the top of a hill in the island of Mes- belonged, the names of common friends were 
sina, the village of Taormina was like “a jewel | wentioned which formed an additional bond of 
set in the forenead of a fruitful land,” with its interest between the two men. 
beautiful outlook over the guif and the sea “TI hope that we shall meet often, and that I 
coast. <A little beyond the village was the may be able to prove my gratitude to you in 
Castello Caterina, with one of its towers ruined @ more substantial manner,” said Colonel 
and uninhabitable, but with a sufficient num- Travers, as he bade them farewell with evident 
ber of rooms still remaining intact to shelter a reluctance. “I live ina little cottage on the 
prince and his suite. A monastery, in —- other side of Taormina—the Villa Tasso, it is 
worse state of gosey, 7s —e be th the called—you may perhaps have noticed it; and 
cistle, and imparted to it at a first glance an | 7 hone that you and Miss Ellesmere will honor 
air of Peatiae A ae a wala = me with a visit.” 
hovered about the great wilderness of garden |  « we shall be most happy to do so, I assure 
surrounding the monastery—the last of @/ .oy: andI need hardly eit you that the dis- 
covery of a fellow-countryman in this lonely 
corner of the world is very agreeable to us,” 
rsturned Mr. Ellesmere, shaking his guest’s 
hand with hearty warmth. 

This accident on the hillside was the fore- 
ranner of an intimacy between the inmates of 
the Castello Caterina and the one inhabitant of 
the Villa Tasso, which was more unreserved 
and quickly formed than is usual among Eng- 
lish men and women. Colonel Travers had a 
fascinating manner that soon won Grace Elles- 
mere’s heart ; in a low musical voice he would 
talk to her for hours of his hair-breadth — 
in battle, and of his wanderings in foreign 
lands, and of all the exciting events of his 
army life, until Grace found that her favorite 
books had lost their charm, so much more 
vivid were the colonel’s descriptions of men 
and places, 

In his turn, Colonel Travers was content to 
watch the changing expression of Miss Elles- 
mere’s sweet girlish face as she listened to 
him, Her delicate color would comeand go, 
her blue eyes sparkle with amusement or fill 
with tears, according as his narrative was 












































































feel no anxiety about yourself,” replied Mr. 


region. 

“I saw some of those flowers growing high 
up among the rocks, and climbed up for them. 
It was a foolish fancy. I slipped and fell; but 
I accomplished my mission, you see,” added 
the stranger, with a smile, languidly raising 
one hand, which clasped a spray of yellow jes- 


numerous Brotherhood that once inhabited the 
old place. Tenants of the Castello Caterina 
always read, as the first clause in their agree- 
ment, that ‘any effort to expel these few re- 
maining monks wili be punished by the rigor 
of the law. The Brotherhood may not add to 
its number; but to its remaining members is 
granted the right toend their days in the mon- 
astery.” 

To this castle, the home of an extinct noble 
Italian family, Grace E'lesmere and her father, 
with a retinue of trustworthy servants, wended 
their way by rail and boat one bright December 
day. The last stage of their journey, accom- 
plished on horseback, lay through hedges of 
Oleander in full bloom. Oranges and cacti 
blossomed on either side; the scenery grew 
ever wilder and more imposing ; and Grace was 
in raptures. 

** Papa, we must give the place a more civil- 
iz2d appearance —and there will then be noth- 
ing more to desire ia our new home!” she ex- 
olaimed on their arrival. 

**D> not use up all your enthusiasm at first, 
my daughter, or you will have none left to bear 


ue we edna ed “a aces humoroas or pathetic, and her work would lie 


tenderly caressing the girl's bright hair. unheeded in her lap as she hung upon his every 
“Don’t you baa qreaking old raven, dear,but | Syllable. 

grow well and strong, and do everything I tell | ,, There seemed to be onechapter in his history 

you, and we shall be very happy in the midst the leaves of which he never turned; the 


; ” shadow of a deep sorrow always seemed to 
pt a haeated ruins,” responded Grace cloud his handsome face when in repose, From 


eee . Of certain casual words and allusions of his, Grace 
a. a a oir rs aa a — — soon suspected that there was a painful wound 
grew bright and nome-like with the addition of | Concealed in this man’s heart, and she won- 
some luxurious furniture not too glaringly | dered if the day would ever come when he 
modern. Flowers, of which there was an would give her his confidence. He seemed to 
abundance, scented the air within doors and | her at drst like an elder brother whom she 
without; the ivy and wooibine had been could trust and look up to ;and then a stronger 
pruned away where they had hung too thickly | feeling grew up within her, until one day she 
abou; the window:;, but enough remained to realized that she was making an idol of a man 
soften and beautify the grim stone walis; the | Whose lips had never a 4 te of 
rank weeds which hai hidden the statues on | love in herears. Could _ ve loo | into 
the terrace, were cleared away, and a long- a ee el eee 
“ ial peor ae love for her crushed down by a strong will, but 
“Soa roum, in a tower commanding a | 4ll the fiercer for its repression. o .—- 
cha*ming view over the gulf, became, with her One evening they were sitting near a clus:e 
maid's help, a very attractive little bower in- | of fragrant acacias; the song of the nightin- 
dazed, The oaken floor was polished till it shone, | gales filled in the long pauses in their flagging 
and then covered with soft white skin mats;the | but satisfying conversation. The scene over 
old tapestry on the walls was beaten and | the bay and mountains was too lovely for man 
sunned until no moth or spider had the cour- | words, and they were silently content. Sud- 
ag: tore-establish itself therein. But withal, | denly Colonel Travers said: : 
the place lost little of its air of antiquity ; and, ‘“*Every man has his cross to bear in this 
as Grace lay down in her massive canopied | world, I suppose. Would you care to listen if 
bed, she imagined herself carried back to the | I told you of mine? 
meiizval time when the castle was first built. Grace's eyes gleamed a glad assent before her 
In the library there was a picture of a fair girl | lips could form words to answer him. 
in a violet dress of the fifteenth century, and ** Fifteen years ago,” he began, “‘ when I was 
for amusement Grace copied the costume in | a light-hearted, light-headed boy of twenty, I 
cashmere.of the same tint, and wore it as she | fell in love, or imagined that I was in love, 
walked among her flowers or sat in her tower- | with an innkeeper's daughter in Kent. It was 
window sewing like a pretty little chatelaine | a foolish infatuation, but I did not know it 
of the Middle Ages. then ; neither did I realiz>, as I did afterwards, 
“‘ Papa, have you noticed what a disagreeable | the consequences in England of a man’s marry- 
face one of those monks has?” said Grace one | ing beneath him. I made the girl my wife. I 
evening, while strolling with her father on the | was ver young, you must remember, and her 
terrace. ‘Fra Pietro, I believe he is called. | friends did allin their power to influence me 
There is a look in his eyes that haunts me at | to take this step—a fatal one for both of us, as 
night, and I wish we could send him away.” it afterwards proved. As oe friends refused 
“That isa hopeless wish,my dear. Ween-j| to receive my wife, we left England, and 
gaged this place, as you know, with the express wandered finally to Taormina—it was remote, 
understanding that the brothers were to live | and I wanted to be out of the reach of the 
here unmolested, and if we find their pres | society that took such pains to slight me. That 
ence unbearable, our only alternative is to| was nota happy year—far fromit. My wife 
leave ourselves. I should sorry to go after | and I, in tastes and sentiment, were wide apart 
all the trouble we have taken to make the | as the poles, and the worst part of our natures 
place comfortable.” —— seemed tocome to the surface whenever we 
“ Of course nothing shall drive us =_—_, ney. were cok 6 are — — el a 
wing stronger and better | quarre uriously over some e— 
pi ae eC ” remember what. My wife turned her bac 
“hope you will not foster your dislike of | upon mein a passion, and left me with the 
Fra Pietro; for it will only make you unhappy | words, ‘I hope I may never see your hateful 
without doing any oe i face in ! 
“J do not mind the other monks,” returned ** What a heartless creature she must have 
Grace—“ they are only shadows of men, and | been !” exclaimed Grace, 
one almost torgets their existence; but there **T suppose I was as much to blame as she: 
is an underhand malicious look about Fra | it wasa minerally unhappy union for both of 
Pietro which I am sure you must have noticed. | us. She left the house, taking her jewels with 
Now confess, papa—do you not think him a/| her anda large sum of money. I have never 
rascal, in a quiet way?” heard tidings of her since. A man-servant 
** Nonsense, my dear!” exclaimed Mr. Elles- | whom I had shortly before engaged—Giaco»mo 
mere. ‘ What is the use of troublin® yourself | by name—accomp.nied her; and, though for 
about the moral character of any of those old | years I have advertised in almost eve 
fellows? They have not a thovght beyond | European newspaper and made all poss‘ble 
their paternosters and cabbage-gardens, and | inquiries, I have never been able to discover a 
would not harm a kitten.” trace of her or her servant. I do not know if 
Grace was silenced, but not convinced ; and | she is living or dead; and this uncertainty 
she gathered herself a bunch of tea roses with- | embitters my life so that at times I am tempted 
out attempting to carry the discussion farther. | to end it. I oathe the lonely existence I lead, 
One evening, shortly after sunset, Mr. Elles- | but no other is possible for me in this world. 
mere and his daughter were driving in Grace’s| Grace shuddered as he finished speaking, 
ny-phaeton along a road to the south of | She had no consolation to give. What could 
aormina, famed for its wealth of azaleas | she say in the face of such a truth? 
growing on a rocky bank rising up almost per-| On the following day Colonel Travers received 
pendicularly from the roadside. As they drove | a letter callin him to Naples for a fortnight. 
along in the deepening dusk, Grace noticed | Grace heard of his departure with a feeling of 
some ‘object lying on the road before them | relief; for during his absence she hoped to suc- 
which looked like the body of a map. ceed in quelling the love that was taking pos- 
‘Pull up the pony, papa!” she cried. ‘“‘One | session of her t. 
of these worthy peasants has taken too much In accordance with his daughter’s augges- 
thin wine, and is sleeping off the — ~s the ees - a yp had quieren See 0 — 
+ ans ve ece 0: un ong 
a Se conti abeeld be planted with verbenas and 


a active than her invalid father, | other quick-growing flowers. One morning, 


to awaken | when he was sup rintendirg the work, Fra 
Gee oe RAAB ee Bien, Bee pes in we oases eee ae 
e ” she exclaimed the next moment, | with a knotted rope roun waist, san 
« teen SS te y peasant aj; all, but a gentle-| feet, and tonsured head, unnoticed by all, 
man with a wound in his Seouhees - is | w : ete ee tnteeet, - 
4 ear, ression 
ce awa ey = the laborers turned up shovelful after shovelful 
Mr. Ellesmere was soon kneeling beside the | of the rich dark earth. As the men drew 
senseless man, feeling his pulse and binding a| nearer to the roots of a willow close to the 
handkerchief over a cut on his temple. castle wall, the monk, as if unable to restrain 
** Don’t be frightened, G ” he sald; ‘‘he | his excitement any longer, glided forward from 
is only stunned. Fortunately I have my | behind the fragment of stone wall where he 
brandy-flask and cup with me, which, together | was hiding and touched Mr. Ellesmere on the 
with water from the little brook a few yards 
farther on, will briag the poor fellow to his 


. Under the careful ministrations of Grace and 


ones is the matter, my good friend? You 


pale as a ghost, a our teeth are ac- 
tes 4 chattering!” said the ishman, with 


her turned to the lips and | kindly sympathy. ‘ 
cheeks of the wounded man, ae “ ‘hae men for a moment ra os bases 
eyes, he halt rose upon one elbow, and asked, | of importance to tell you. The 


with en wactendy ee |e ae ae you are disturbing is consecrated—it is 


“WhereamI? What has happened ” 


- You have met with an accident on the road 
to Taormina, but are with friends, and need 


Ellesmere consolingly, delighted at hearing the 
sound of his mother tongue in this lonely 























































acle was performed ! 


Castello Caterina with its lightning ! 


saints!” 
(To be Continued.) 





A Slight Mistake. 





George—Ah, there, me chahmah! I recognize 
that angelic voice, 


Dinah—Law, miss! you dess well come ‘long 
an’ talk thoo dis telefom: you-se’f, ‘cause Mister 
Gawge done reco'nize my voice.—Judge. 
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Tough Utah Beef. 


‘“*Say,” remarked a man to the butcher of 
whom he purchased his daily supply of meat, 
‘that last piece of steak I bought of you must 
have been from a steer old enough to vote.” 

“* Was it touzh?” inquired the man of meat. 

“Tough! Well, I should say it was. I could 
hardly cut it.” 

“Oa, is that all? Well, you ought to have 
heard another man kicking a day or two ‘ 
He bought a piece that he said was so tough he 
couldn’t get his fork in the gravy.”—Salt Lake 


Tribune, 
—_——_____~« 


Her “lace of Residence. 


Mr. Farwest (at Florida hotel)—The lady you 
were talking to appears to be a person of very 
high social standing. 

Mes, Farwest—Se is. 
worth knowing. 

** Where does she live?” 

“In New York, I presume. I heard her say 
she spent six months of every year in Florida 
and the other six in Miine.”"—N. Y. Weekly. 


art a net 


~~~; Aa Eye to the Future. 


“*I don’t see how you can be pleased at the 
idea of your brother pamiag her. She’s so 
fast pee Mpramboceres. She'll never make a 

wife.” 

“Oh, but she'll make such a delightful 
chaperone ! ””—Life. 


She knows everybody 


Rather Low in Fact. ony: 
“Grand opera comes high, doesn’t it?” sald 
her husband, referring to the price of admis- 
sion. 
“It doesn’t seem tocome very high in“‘the 
neck,” she replied, glancing at one of the 
boxes.— Norristown Herald. 








Head Hunters. 

Visitor— W hat is your work? 

Editor—I put heads on the articles that ap- 
pear in the paper. 

Visitor—And what does that stout fellow 
over there do? 

Editor—He puts heads on the men who want 
to write articles for us.—Munsey's. 


Painfully Alarmed. 

D2Bings—I am painfully alarmed for fear 
that my mother-in-law is losing her reputation 
for veracity. 

DeBangs— Why so ? 

DeBings— Why, she threatens every morning 
t. leave my house, but she never goes.— West 

ore. 





——___#@o 


Jimmie Reads the Papers. 
“Jimmie, what are the chief products of 
California?” 
“ Florida oranges and Hungarian wine.”—N. 
Y. Sun. 





The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are: Sowing the Wind, 
by Mrs. E. Lynn Linton; A Black Business, by 
Hawle Smart; Violet Vyvian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. Moray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Campbell Praed. Ali the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by book- 
sellers eyery where. 





To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will addrees—Correspondence Column, 
SaturDaY Nien Office.} 

Louis Zimmurman.—See Loafer. 

Esueratpa.—You are imaginative, cheerful, generous, 
brave and resolute. 

Bauus Bivanose —The chief center of the silk manufac- 
ture in Eogland is Macclesfield. 

Canapa.—In this writing I ae eisateten, carelessness 


fondness for admiration and ambi 
Loaran.—This writing shows sensitiveness, fi'ppancy, 
extanthe tantan, IhGoebsion end ahecabehaaen. 


Mvp Parca —You are ly genial, energetic, sensi- 
tive, @ little irresolute somewhat selfish. 
Bawerr.— You are i leive, cordial, sincere, spempstie, 
sympathetic, and fond of a joke. Eh! myf 
Wasvuso —This writing indicates fondness of social life, 
much tenderness, some vanity, fair resolution and order. 
Ross.—Thank for your “ grateful and comf>rting " 
aT coula not help it, and 


oe. tease it did come in 


Lows. —This writing shows you to be generous, method- 


the site of an altar at —— & wonderful mir. 

@ vengeance of the 
Madonna will descend upon you and yours if 
you allow this unholy work to continue! Dis- 
miss these men,I implore you, or the next 
storm that sweeps over the bay will Tr the 
, Fra 
Pietro, warn you in the name of all the 










ical, self-reliant, rather self-esteeming and very cordial and 
chee ful. 

Tue Lirris Trcoox.—This writing shows energy, depth of 
affection, generosity, some affectation, cordiality, ambition 
and self-reliance. 

Lucretia Borcta.—This writing indicates indecision, a 
merry and unaseuming disp sition, with much tenderness 
and some flippancy. 

Exa.—This writing shows method, sincerity, a slightly 
imperious manner, but mach warmth of heart and con- 
siderable cheerfulness. 

KatuLees —In this writing I see ambition, fondness for 
display, order, sincerity and mirth. 2 Indeed I hope I 
am. You misused the word. 

TuurspAy.—I am glad that you enjoy the column. This 
writing indicates strength of purpose, a somewhat suspi- 
cious nature, energy, reserve and candor. 

Sr. Krrs—You poor deluded mortal. How could I 
answer in next issue. The letters are filed away unopened 
and answered in turn. White or pearl gray gloves are 
correct. 

Caruerixe G.—Robert Louis Stevenson is now in America, 
I think, but is going back to Samoato live. He is married, 
and his wife, who is also literary in her tastes, has a story 
in the March Scribner’. 

Imoggn.—This letter is according to rule. Thank you 
for the daintily — sted opinion. Your writing indicates 
generosity, resolution, tenderness, energy, but too little 
ambition, and too practical a nature. at 

Cos We —There are three kinds of lace, needlepoint or 
“point,” that worked upon a pi‘low and called pillow lace, 
and machice made lace, whi-h imitates both. Your 
writing shows method, caution, kindness of heart, sincerity 
and mirth. 

Currsw.— Longfellow has a little poem on the curfew. It 
begins ‘‘Solemnly, mournfully, dealing its dole.” Your 
writing is indicative of eteadfastness in friendship, energy, 
caution, independence of thought and a littie surplus of 
self-esteem. 

SxowsaLL —Your writing indicates reserve, a calculating 
disposition, gaiety and indecision. 2. See answer to Birdie. 
My dear little correspondent, a man that has to be 
‘‘caught” is not likely to suit you, besides the idea itself 
is unwomanly. 

Jiumig.—Don’t you know that almost anything is nice to 
give your fiancee for a birthday gift. A purse, a card case, 
a book, an engraving, a piece of jewelry, some pretty novelty 
for her writing-table, a cluster of flowers or a box of bon- 
bons are all nice gifte. 

Carry Fiienty.—Candidly speaking, I cannot say that I 
have much respect for the mentality of a person who “‘can- 
not read Shakespeare.” 2. You can remove ink stains from 
linen by p»wing melted tallow on them and laying the 
garments aside for afew days, after which the stains will 
disappear in the laundering. 2, 

Birpis.—1. A daily bath and olive oil rubbed into th 
skin at night. 2. Don’t meddle with your freckles. They 
cannot be permainently-removed. 3. Yes, you may write 
as often as you wish. 4 Your writing shows some vanity, 
candor, warmth of heart and resolution. 5 Thank you for 
the heartily-expressed opinion. 

GrocrapHgr.—There are many more islands in Georgian 
Bay than in the Lake of the Thousand Isles, but the number 
ie variously named. Some say three thousand and others 
ten thousand. Many of them just appear above the water’s 
edge, while the number of sunken rocks makes the passage 
through them a somewhat perilous one. 

Hazavy —I cannot understand why your letters did not 
reach me. You must have misdirected them. Cloudy 
Household ammonia will not irjure the hair if used 
with care. Brushing is better for it, though, than too 
much washing. Your writing shows order, some selfish- 
ness, reserve, di,nity of character and much determina- 

tion. 

Saran V.—The mourning band is worn according to 
taste. It is now common for people to assume mourning 
only for those of their personal family or those of the 
family who make the same dwelling a home. 2. Six 
months for sister, brother, tathe-, mother, consort or child, 
for others, three. Your writing shows energ;, impression- 
ability, order, hasty temper and ambition. we 

A. C. R —Designs for crests may be procured at the 
stationers and engraved at the goldsmiths, if required to 
mark linen. Many people use crestsin this country who 
buy them ready made. In England the old families retain 
the crests used by their forefathers. Any bookseler will 
order a book on English Heraldry for you. 2. If there is no 
servant leave your card upon the tray in the entrance hall, 
when you are leaving. Sa 

Marsoniz.—1. Cedar signifies ‘‘I live for thee.” 2. The 
Suez Canal was opened on March 17,1869 The quotation 
to which you refer must, I think, be the following one from 
Burns: 


“ The fear o’ hell’s, a hangman’s whip 
To haud the wretch ‘norder, _ 
But where ye feel your honor grip 
Let that aye be your border.” 

LzoxorA Disti.—June 22, 1876, fell on a Thursday, and 
July 28 on Friday. Evelyn signifies li‘e; Violet, modest 
grace, and Florence, oe “It looks nicely ” is incor- 
rect because the word nicely is an adverb and you require 
a predicate adjective. You should say, ‘It looks nice,” 
then the quality of ‘‘niceness” is attributed to ‘‘it.” 
Your writing shows sclf-will, energy, some carelessness, a 
fondness for flattery and ostentatious display, generosity 
and mirth. ies 

Bruuy.—Now, my friend, it is nonsense to write in such a 
strain. No girl living who knows anything of the misery 
b ht on families by an over indulgence of the appetite 
which now calls for “only a glass” would marry you. You 
need not consume your precious time in explaining matters 
tome. You can’t teach me anything about it. Your ideas 
are too much like those held by hundreds of others. The 
girl has all my sympathy, and if she married you would be 
very foolish and wicked. 

Qo Drtvar.—I sympathize with you very fully, and I 
know something of this trouble myself. 2. Be just what a 
woman should be, dignifisd, modest and true-hearted. Do 
not try to incur dislike, and be strong in what you know to 
be right 3. Curly hair usually indicates tenderness, 
gaiety and a strongly emotional nature. 4. No, do not, 
unless under cnet circumstances. 5. Meeting eyebrows 
show jealousy and ar temper. Will you write to me 
whenever you think that I can help you? ane tae 6 





Eby “PAIN 


Ft heumatism. 


Rheumatism is defined to be a painful in 
flammation affecting the muscles and joints of 
the human body, chiefly the larger —- as 
the hips, knees, shoulders, &e. It is of two 
kinds or stages: Inflammatory and Chronic. St. 
Jacobs Oil 

Cures Curonic Cases or 40 Years. 


.—The disease is the same— 
wun ret cory —thonsha the former 
cage is of a slower, more obstinate character. 
It is distinguished by soreness and stiffness of 
the muscles, and the misery is more in the 
nature of an ache than an acute pain. 


No Re.apse Arter Cure. 


Treatment.— Rub the parts freely with 
St. Jacobs Oil, rub hard and vigorously, pro- 
ducing warmth, and if the pain is slow in 

ielding, wrap the parts in flannel steeped in 
hot water and wrung out. 

No Retuan of Pain. A Fact Estasuisweo 
sy Renewats or Testimony 
WHerein it is SHown. 

THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO.., Baltimore, M4. 
Canadian Depot: Toronto, Ont, 












It is @ certain and speedy cure for 
Cold in the Head and Cata-rh in allits 
stages. 


SOOTHING, CLEANSING, 
HEALING. 

instant Relief, Permanent 

Cure, Failure Impossible. 


ptoms of Catarrh h 

vm, » Sach as 

os pertial deafness, losirg sense of 

smell, foul breath, hawking and spit- 

ting, nausea, general teellng of de- 

bility, ete. If you are tro with 

any of these or kindred symptoms, 
our have Catarrh, and should lose no 


wed b 
ing Bas Seal ees 
peiea (id conta and 00) by addressing 
FULFORD & CO, 


earls} 
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Youthful Minds With Large Heads, 


See that half-grown man? He never will 
know as much in as he does now at the ripe 
age of twenty. hen he e to be fifty, when 
his hair is grizzled and his hopes ane tikes the 
dead leaves that cling to November trees, he 
will look back upon these years of rare wisdom 
and colossal effrontry and blush alittle, perhaps, 
at the recollection. Now he has no reverence 
for a woman or for God. He sneers at good in 
a world whose threshold he has barely crossed, 
as a year-old child might stand in the doorway 
of his nursery and denounce what was going 
on in the drawing-room. Most of the scathing 
things that are said about domestic felicity, 
and the sneers that are bestowed on love, and 
the gibes that are flung at purity, and the 
scoffs that are launched at established relig- 
ions; all the jokes at the expense of noble 
womanhood and the witticisms that are 
lavished upon the old-fashioned virtues, spring 
from the gigantic brain of the youth of the 
period.—Chicago Herald, 


~ 


One or the Other. 


Cleverton—Not long ago I made an a ree- 
ment with a friend to exercise an hour ona 
fora year at the gymnasium. T’il be hanged if 
—_ t Gestroved 7 fire last night ! 

ashaway—Ah-ha Which 
burned it ?—Judge, ere eae 
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AMERICAN 
FAIR 


534 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Those recently married and others 
who are furnishing for housekeeping 
read our prices. Tinware, Wooden- 
ware, Glassware, Rockinghamware, 
Window Shades, &c. 200 Wash Tubs 
just in, 4 sizes, 48e, 55c, 69c, 84e. 
Excellent Copper Bottom Boilers, 99¢ 
for No. 8; Daisy Tea Kettles, 2ic; 
17-qt. Dish Pans, 15¢; Dippers, 5c; 
Covered Slop Pails, 25¢; Mrs. Potts’ 
Highly Polished Irons, 95c. for full 
set; Best Zinc Washboards, Rattler 
10c, Quick and Easy 17c, Globe 19¢: 
7 nice Goblets 25¢; Lamps, 19¢ up, 
$1.99, worth from 25c to $3.50 ; best 
Flint Chimneys 5c. each. Space is 
up. Come and see and get our price 
list. W. H. BENTLEY. 


‘“* FITS LIKE A GLOVE” 


THOMSON’S @ 


Glove-sfitting 








Finish and Durability. 


| Approved by the whole 
polite worid. 


ANNU4L SALE OVER 
ONE MILLION PAIRS 


i To be had of all Dealers 
| throughout the world. 


SS NINE FIRST MEDALS. 
MANUFACTUREBS : 
W. S. THOMSON & CO., Limited, LONDON 


JEWELL & HOWELL 


RESTAURANT 





56, 58 and 60 Colborne Street 


TORONTO 


The Bar supplied with the Best 
Wines ; the Table with every luxury. 


SOLID coo FILLED 


35 Cts. for a $2.00 Ring. 
te Sct. erg Ft. Heavy Paice 
Bs £ SOLID 18 KARAT GOLD, over com- 
yosition metal, and is warranted to wear 
and retain its color for years, A written 
guarantees sent with each ring. The reg 

ular price is $2, and it cannot be told from 
aregular $10 ring. To introduce our watches and welry, we will 
send the ring to any address, together with our wholesale catalegue, 
with special terms to Agents, Merchants, &c., on receipt of 35 cents 
post or cash. Such a ring was never advertised before. Order im- 
mediately. (Send slip of ps size of your finger.) Address 

SEA & co., 11 eonge St, Toronto, Canada. 








35 CussTer TERRACE, 
Eaton SQuARB, 
Lowpoxr, 8. W. 
To Mr. S. W. Johnston: 


Dear Sir,—The two bot- 
tles of Alaska Cream, which 
you forwarded to me per 
Ss. Sarnia, arrived quite 
B> safely two days ago. I can 
My get nothing like it in Eng- 
a land for my hands. 

Yours faithfully, 

Cc. L. ROSS. 
Dec. 19th, "90. 


TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 
MEDICINE 
the WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 

blic invited to investigate personally. Pamphlets, 
fuatakates and’ aaviee tres. Bait or address Waa, 
adam Microbe Killer Co., Limited, 120 King 
Street West, Toronto, Ont., sole owners and manufacturers 
for the Dominion. Beware of ¢ See our Trade 


~ Dunn’s 
Mustard 


LARGEST SALE IN CANADA 
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FOURTH YEAR 


OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS 


Send for New 100-page ——— for season 1890- 


91. Mailed free to any address. Apply— 
EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
Please mention this paper. 


V~ > 6 . : ; 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 


Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 


ADVANTAGES. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 
Miss MARIE C. STRONG 


PRIMO-CONTRALTO 


OPEN FOR 
CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


Also receives pupils in Voice Culture. Teacher of vocal 
culture at Brantford Ladies’ College. For terms address— 
175 College Ave., Torento 


H, CLARK 


‘ ELOCUTIONIST 


(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 
68 Winchester Street 


Misses Eleanor and Edith Rowland 


Pupils of Julius Eichberg, Director of Boston Conservatory 
are prepared to give instruction on 


THE VIOLIN 
Particulars and terms at their residence. 
62 Cecil Street - - - Toronto 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organiste, London, Eng., 


and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing: Singing, Harmony, &c. 

r. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 

musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 

A S VO (LATE OF THE ROYAL 

e Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

it 


Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptis 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


LOYD N. WATKINS 
S303 Church Street 
Thorough instruction ° Guitar, Mandolin and 
er. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


7, A. BLAKELEY 
: Organist Sherbourne street Methodist church, 
is prepared to receive pupils in 
ORGAN, PIANO AND THEORY 
ADDRESS, 46 PHOEBE STREET. 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


FROM LONDON, ENGLAND. 

Signor Rubini has been for several years principal pro- 
fessor of singing at the London Academy, London, and has 
in former years been a pianoforte pupil of the world-re- 
nowned pianoforte virtuosi and Professors Moscheles and 
Thalberg, beg to announce that he has now open A 
Vocal and Pianoforte Academy at Ne. 82 Church 
Street, Toronte, for professional and amateur students. 
Pupils prepared for the stage, oratorio and concert hall, 
also finishing lessons in the pianoforte. Classes for ladies 
and gentlemen. Terms moderate. Address 82 Church 
Street, Toronto. ‘ 


R. W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 
— of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. Conductor 

“ Toronto Vocal Society.” Voice Culture and Singing. In- 
struction for Oratorio, Opera and Concerts. 555 Church St. 


ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
8 Buchanan &t., and Toronte College of Music 


ANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE. 

Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengough’s 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
mercial Training. 

Most modern and thorough business course. Pioneer 
shorthand school. 800 graduatesin good positions. Finest 
rooms and location. Most practical courses of instruction 
in Dominion. 


Toronto 

















NIGHT CLASSES 


In Bookkeeping, Peamaz:ship, Arithmetic, Shorthand and 
Typewriting commence lst Monday in October 


Dor. Yon TS cerara} Bengough & Warriner 








WALKING SHOES 


in these goods this year. We always 
lead in Variety, Style, Durability. 
See our. stock before purchasing 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
THE VOICE er 


Production, Development, Cultiva- 
tion and Style 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Street 


fully arra: 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be su: . 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 


SPECIALIST FOR VOICE CULTURE | 


Gives lessons in Singing, and prepares professional pupils 
for Oratorio, Concert or Opera. 


Studie 148 Yonge Street, Toronto 
W. L. FORSTER 


° ~~ Portraiis a Specialty A RTIST 


Yonge Street Market, 391 Yonge Street. 
M®: THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Sculptor 


—. IN STONE AND WOOD 
836 Yonge Street Arcade <n 


*T Homas MOFFATT 
STUDIO 81 KING ST. EAST 


PJAMILTON MacCARTHY, RCA, Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- | A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
145 Yonge Street, Toronto 


McCAUSLAND & SON’S 


F. MICKLETHWAITE 
* PHOTOGRAPHER 


CG. H. RIGGS, ¢ 








Cor. Jarvis and King Streets - + Toronto W A LL P A PER 
Spaciattizs—Outdoor Views, Crayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” | Se cncctegcien IMPORTATIONS —— 





UNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 
Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


tt 
oN Sa PN ae 
: ned YM ri 


ta 


/ 
Al 
} 


. 


“a 
4 


‘* My analytical and practical experience of PEARS’ SOAP now extends over a very 
‘lengthened period—nearly fifty years—during which time I have never come across 
*‘another Toilet Soap which so closely comes up to my ideal of perfection ; its purity is 
“‘ such that it may be used with perfect confidence upon the tenderest and most sensitive 


** skin—even that of a new born babe.” 
LL AIC ICS, 


|The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


OFFICE No. 78 CHURCH 8T., TORONTO. 


Deposits received, large and small sums. Interest at 
current rates allowed. 


Hon. Fraxx Smiru, 









FOR SPRING TRADE 
There will be a larger trade than ever 


James Mason, 


elsewhere. 





ent. anage AND 


- SPECTACLES 


DENTIST 


aoe aie ie the WINES aod LiQuoRs | 172 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- | .m., and 2to4 p.m. 
son’s Dry Goods Store 


W. ELLIOT HASLAM | cursrriuous sain, moves, | SOMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY. 


Room B 






WITHOUT A PLATE 


treet, 
Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless Specia|ties—Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
6 
or. King and Yonge 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN HENRY C. FORTIER 
DENTIST 
Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 
F., & CALLENDER 
DENTIST 
flas removed from 12 Carlton Street to 


349 YONGE STREET 
(Over D. L. Thompson’s Pharmacy) 


















MEDICAI, 


D®: SPILSBURY has removed to 210 
Huron Street, first door north of College Specialist 
— Diseases of Throat, Nose and Ear, Office hours—9 to 11 


D® YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Physician and Surgeon 


3 p.m., and sundays. Telephone 


Office 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7til9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


D®: EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHURCH 
Street. * 


oe 
Consultation 1 to 5 p.m. In Therapeutics, Electricity 
and Massage a specialty. Telephone 934. 


NH B. HALL, M.D. i 
% womeersidon eer 


Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- ga kn to Residence 145 College Avenue, Hours 1? till 
nently removed by electrolysis. DR. FOSTER, Electrician, | Also, Continnons Guat Sete All operations Known ephone 8499. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade 
Telephone 1846 


of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 








MARRIAGE LICENSES. 


ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES 
Evenings only, 57 Murray Street. 
GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
ri Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 


land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. 


OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


GF: EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


--- NEW MUSIC --: 


No = Without Love Waltzes 
y e 





Chas. Bohner...... Price 60c 
Reverie Musicale Valse 
By J. C. Swallow...... Price 50c 
Move On Polka 
By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 
Field Flowers Waliz 
By M. A. Weped....... Price 50c 





Eve jecea gem. Ask your dealer 
fon them or order direct from 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Street, Toronto. 


M ISS PLUMMER 
MODIST}E 


57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


DRESSMAKING PARLORS 
Conducted by MISS PATON. 
Artistic and careful study is devoted to Evening Dresses 
and Bridal Trousseaux, also Traveling and Walking Cos- 
tumes. Boating, Tennis and Holiday Suite, also Riding 
Habits, a jalty. Possessing favorable facilities for the 
prompt an y attention to Mourning orders, we have 
undoubted confidence of assuring entire satisfaction. 
ROOM—R. WALKER & SONS 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming season, at 
moderate prices. 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street ~ . + (jToronte 
Between York and Simcoe Streets. 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 
System of Dress end Mantle 


DRESSMAKING 


Our art. Perfection in -~ 
Fashion and Finish. Speoii 
attention to Costumes and 


Mantle making. 
MILLINERY 


styles. Well as- 
sorted iter stock at reduced 


pr ces. 

J.& A.CARTER 

372 Yonge St.,cor.Walton 
Teronto 


GERM CORSETS MADE TO ORDER 


Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
Dress Cutting Taught 
Magic Scale Agency 


MISS CHUBB 
426} Yonge St., Just South of College 


Finest Perfumes _ 


AND 


Sachet Powders 


N GREAT VARIETY 


IN BULK AND BOTTLE 


NEIL C. LOVE & CO. 


Chemists and Perfumers 

















Toronto, Ont. 





166 Yonge St. - 
Accurately fitted. First quality lenses. Opera and Field 





J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 


Lowe's Commercial Academy | #. & C. BLACHFORD 


: 87 and 89 Ming 
278 Spadina Avenue Savecd Maen 


Central School 53 King Street East Toronto 














Hundreds of Our Pupils Now Holding| prev po: ae eae es 
Luerative Positions PICKLES’ NEW SHOE PARLOR 
FOR THE LADIES! 


TELEPHONE 679. 
Persons wishing to acquire Shorthand, Bookkeepiog, 
&o., in a short length of time, and at the least possible ex- Ladies’ Waulkenphast Boots 
(A first-class walking boot for spring 


pense, should attend the above school. My 


: Many “ our pupils res nates ehorthand in from Wear.) 
our to six weeks, and bookkeeping in from twenty to oe 
thirty lessons. =u ’ Ladies’ French Boots Y y THE 


Pupils are not taught on the business college plan, Made of the finest kid. 
neither are they charged business college prices, 


We have just received the finest stock of Ladies’ Foot- 
The Only Charge Until Proficient Being $5 | “e*" *hat ever came on our premises. 
PUPILS ASSISTED TO POSITIONS Wm. Pickles, 328 Yonge St. 


DEAFNESS|mM—— FOR 
$600.00 





vs cust avo com | Spring Goods 


Solentifically treated by an aurist of world-wide reputa- 

tion. Deafness eradicated and entirely cured, of from 20 TO HAND 

to 30 years’ standing, after all other treatments have 

et, i capeed tna eth aa eat 

moved, exp! 2 w vite te s- W t G d 
timonials of cures from prominent people, mailed free. I n e r oo S 


Dr. A. FONTAINE, 34 West 14th St., N. ¥. 


PVE 
















Not affected by light and frost. 


Canadian White Enamel Sign Co, 


Rasy and Other Chairs) ,Saaiappaneronie 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 


3. TORRE te ee HOMCOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronte 


White Enamel Letters | pista tno? rncc re Super ot tlk Ulster 


for Medicines and Books promptly attended to. Send for 


Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pharmacitet. 


ATKINSON’S 
AUIS 
ae Kot Paste 


FOR WINDOWS 


Cesar Bros.’ Patent. 
Th mo conspicucas and durh&ble letter in the market. 


4 Adelaide Street West. Toronto 
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A Boy After His Mother’s Heart. 


Parlo tud 
arlor, Office, Study and Smart Youngeun—Mother, can I dig up the 


aa Closing Out at Olose Cost Prices Other Furniture onion Se zest te ples t Sowers ee ese 
- anemans a thoug' y! Yes, dear, 
Hack and Cou onere d here's te: ts; I’ 

Zain tna | Boots NANG | cae pene wxnctsea ym, sn as gas | Bante eect ea a other oma 
with careful drivers WM WEST &CO ahe ave ef heme and of pasinets. a| ful mother’s boy as mine. ; 
any time day or night. Sh O e S ‘ ¢ | Yer information appty to fou: in design, quality of cuatertal ant Hiskeoss ef Selon.” boy Saar toca — aed nentenen 

Telephone 2104 W. R. CALLAWAY so that all may hear who listen : ; 
‘Arthur M. Bo 246 Yonge St. WELLINGTON STOTT ** Bully! I didn’t at first see how I was to get 
wae Rubbers DiesTRICT PASSENGER AGENT them worms without her finding out that I was 
Propristor, ; 118 King Street West, Toronto 170 King Street West - Toronto | goin’ fishin’. You bet I’m e dandy [(* 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. i 




































































™ am | aca I TH c 0 N FI D kK N t EK 
— Mind yourbuisiness tell no lies 
s ay your debts and Advertize H - k R O N Mi 
= LuxuriousUndervests of Suitable size H E 
oa Prices most moderate not otherwise Recommends to their Army of Patrons the 
je If-youwant tobeWealthy Healthy Wise N EW SP RING W ALKIN (5 5 ACKETS 
—— OOO uoMzeeS Just arrived from the leading European markets 
Cauanems IN ALL THE VERY LATEST STYLES 
: sot ear In--Navy--Fawn--Gray--Myrtle--and--Tweed Effects 
fo W. A. MURRAY & CO,, TORONTO MADE FROM THE NEWEST MATERIALS 
rriage The Misses Porcelaine. ( | ( I ———— And which will be sold at —————— 
The Misses Porcelaine are modern ladies of 

= | Secsaeeaes|orand Wpera Molst/THE POPULAR LOW PRICES 
i cran lacing” have pt thse "aviesn inc 9 biasir’ Mon’ So well known to this extensively noted establishment 
— ave plum “' oo oer ouse ve ay "The — ae G Sy Cea 

Bilatt Porgclaine are very proud of being fs et NEXT FRESH ARRIVAL OF WATERPROOF CLOAKS 

the members of an old, old family. biti ae ae LADIES’ SILK WATERPROOF DOLMANS---In plain colors, striped, and the 

fortable apartments in a highly aristocratic] MISS new plaids and checks. Also---in endless variety--- 


locality, and to accomplish this starve them- 
selves and make very many little economies, 
over which,a pitiful heart might ache; but 
locaiity—aristocratic locality—is everything to 


LADIES’ HEPTONETTE DOLMANS---Waterproof without Rubber, and per- 
fectly rain-proot. Full assortment of sizes now in stock. 


acnes HUNTINGTON 














the isses Porcelaine. 


their tiny income goes to pay the rent. 
see they are not like other people whose grand- 
fathers were nobodies, hey are descended 
from a certain Lady Gwyneth, daughter of the 
Earl of McCrackle, and a Porcelaine who did 
doughty deeds and held high titles. And they 
have at home a great parchment, with a tree 
upon it—the family tree of the Porcelaines— 
and a book of records of the family, and a coat- 
of-arms on which a lion rampant is making 
very hideous faces at a fabulous animal couch- 
ant, who seems to have run off with the crown 
of the king of spades; and they once had an 
ancient parent who spent his life in maunder- 
ing over the t, and never attempted to do 
anything with the present ; and all this makes 
them sosuperior to other folk that they are 





That Pendulum. 
There is an unseen pendulum that swings 
between need and custom, moving to the old 
measure that governed it ages ago, having no 


They prefer the 
borders of starvation to vulgarity. and most ‘of 
You 












Supported by her own Opera Comique Co., from the Prin 
of Wales Theater, London, enter the direction of - 
MARCUS R. MAYER and CHAS. J. ABUD 
PRES&NTING 


pie ee 
Operatic Success _ JON ES 


As originally presented by MISS HUNTINGTON 
346 Consecutive Times 
At the Prince of Wales Theater, London. 


Prices - - $1.50, $1, 75c., 50c. 











The Eleventh Annual Exhibition of Paintings, Sculpture 
and Architicture is now open in the 


Toronto Art Ga'lery, King Street West 


NOTE---It is with the greatest confidence and pleasure we invite the Ladies of Toronto to call and see the 


novelties that are pouring into each and every department of our large establishment. 


Never have we im- 


ported so many fine novelties in Dry Goods; never was the prices lower, and Ladies, please don’t forget by 


calling early you secure first choice. 


THE BON MARCHE, 7 & 9 KING STREET EAST 





D. GRANT ®& CoO. 


HAVE OPENED 





In our Bankrupt Stock of 


50 CASES NEW SPRING GOODS |s1¢,700 trom niontreal we 








durability, and in the artistic elegance of its finish and design. It is a perfect instrument 


in every respect. 


cET ovrhey he fo tame ao eel thle Miss P s117 
ey have done so a eir lives. ss Por- 
celaine, who was very pretty, had a lover once ane P 8 Millinery, Mantles have an immen t 
ALTON. a rosy youees — with a big heart, plenty D re aa d S il Pane SapeeTaee 
Dresses of money, and an intense respect for old family ress OoOods ani 1 lk _ 
z Cos- affectations and absurdities, though with no Will be held at the Rooms of the ; i ; - 
ae ancestors worth mentioning, except a respect- Before moving to our New Stores, Nos. 206 and 208 Yonge street (Mr. Page’s old stand). of Boys and Children s Cloth 
ag thm able soap fat dealer, who made the family for- ONTARIO SOCIETY OF ARTISTS which we are having enlarged and improved to suit our large and imimensely growing trade, | , - 
tane—and Mise I oreciaine wae very fond of a we will offer the whole stock at 25 per cent. discount for 30 days. ing. This stock was bought 
grets sonauaaan ket tak ton Gee Bees oe Teal M : SPECIAL---One Lot Jackets and Capes at $3, Worth from $6 to $8 
could not “descend,” she said. Her family re- u This is a rare chance to get Bargains, as all Goods are New and First Class. i 7 
ING quired much of her. She sacrificed herself to vr arch 31, 1891 One Lot Hept tte ds ing Tweeds at Half Pri i for the fall and winter busi- 
at — — ae _——— — = ee cae 0 a one . an pring oe sds ia on 
e, the aggressive lion, the big book, the TRONESSES : es remember we will open our new premises about 24th inst. Our work rooms are in ness d ] th fi 
memory of Lady Gwyneth and all the rest of wien : full blast preparing new spring styles. , and comprises e finest 
c i i Miss M i . G. T. 
ie ee ee eee ae eee one ars. George Arthurs Mre. W. J. Baines 25 per cent. Discount on all Dressmaking till May 1 grades made for the Montreal 
The second Miss Porcelaine, Miss Elenora, | Mt: 4- Cameron Mrs. Henry Cawthra © 
ING pee seumie aldewne had a voice, a fine ear, Me ane Mee 5 °K Kerr D. G RA NT & CO., 167 YO N G E STR EET 
execution. Mrs. F. Mackel . E. B. i 
° Knowing that the family often existed on chee ae E. © — ee ygs3 Trade. The entire stock must 
a _ -— a —- a aoneene & — — —- P. Murray, G a Reid, Wa. Bheewood 7 ice 
usical education. e shou traine apson. sah ie ua eas ; ”~ ” 
1 chi. wun “CANADA’S HIGH-CLASS PIANOFORTE. be cleared before March 1, 
sho mast have Aled the family coffers of the TICKETS LiMITED TO 400 
y Gwyneth’s descendant, and ghe knew it, Ladies, $2; Gentil » $3. 
ING but the thing was impossible to fhe descend- e eer” JAS. P. MU 3 and has been marked at 
a [i ee WHY BUY A PIANO 
and drove away her go riend in disgust. ° 5 7 ; 
5 and j j 
The old maunderer who robbed his daughters ; rices that will insure them 
4 of - a Se | oscage o aes and The Toronto Philharmonie Society B P 
) made em, mericans though they were, ave pleasure in announcing the special engagement of ecause it is a constant companion in the household. 2 
ell as- kneel before the cracked idols of dying mon- oin before then 
duced archies in ludicrous worship, died years ago, but CHARL ES SANTLEY ee a eee g S 
ER the influence of his teaching remains. The | Of London, Eng., the Premier Baritone of the World, for ; 
inane rr of the M a a Fal go — their two concerts, APRIL 6 and 7. fl Mothers will do well to see 
auty gone, e voice that mig ave done | Mendelssohn’s Oratorio ELIJAH, Massenett’s Cantata But there is a vast difference in Pianos. And if you are buying one to enhance the pleas- 
so much, quite lost. They starve together in VE, and Miscellaneous Selections. i i . : 
—— miserable gentility, but they do not regret A Grand Musical Festival oe aan aver of yous home, & surely. gays to select an instrament that will meet your re our stock before purchasing 
YER their past. It is the ameliorating circumstance Subsistpiion Gite’ now open. ab: eeShelner's, Mesto. quirements in the very highest degree. In that case it pays to buy a 
of their empty lives, that while others pity | Risch’s, Suckling’s, Gourlay, Winter & Leeming’s, and the 
them, they clasp hands, proud of the fact that | Toronto College of Music Tickete only $2 each. Sub- elsewhere. 
by word or deed they have never done any- | ®ribers will have first choice of reserved seats. 
>ncy ae to Log ny: the old parchment, the —" heer Te 
of-arms, or the memory o y Gwyneth.— 
NF Ledger Royal Canadian Academy of Arts Ae? Modded 
lege 
It surpasses all others in the rich, sympathetic quality of its tone, in great power and 
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pe to the rush of latter-day progress; an 
arbitrary thing it seems, as it gives itself to 
custom, and then sudden y returns to need. 

‘* You can have your rights if you wait for 
them,” seems to be the meaning of its motion 
and both radicals and conservatives may find 
hope and comfort in accepting the promise. If 
one will study the history of reforms, it will be 
found that their adoption has been subject to 
the authority of this pendulum, and that 
neither enthusiast nor traditionist gets more 
than his rights. 

Sometimes it is feared that innovators ma 
banish the good old time-tried customs an 
manners that have worked themselves into 
the very heart of the nation’s life, and when a 





From 10 o’clock a.m. until 6 p.m. 
| General admission, 25 cents. Schools, 10 cents. 
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New Spring Overcoatings, hand- 
some assortment of Trouserings, 
Scotch and Irish Tweed Suitings, 
English and Fancy Worsted Suit- 
ings, Plain and Fancy Cheviot Suit- 
ings, Latest Styles of Fancy Vest- 
ing, and a full assortment of Plain 





32 KING STREET WEST. 
653 QUEEN STRET WEST. 
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At once the largest and 





219 and 221 Yonge Street 
Cor. Shuter Street 


Fathers = = 


and 


= = Mothers 


startling style or change presents itself in . 
nt, society, and the tradition-holders become and Staple Goods just to hand. most. attractive display of 
Saba hennsitens with fear. shen oe see: old pea- For the Latest Styles call on h Maybe that boy of yours would be 
‘ u . - . 
! novation remains only in a formessentialto| J W CHEESEWORTH Wallpapers we ave ever the better of a new suit of clothes? 
need and the concensus of propriety. __ ; made Novelties in all lines. If so, no better place than this to 
res. When the Bloomer costume offered itself, | The Leading King Street Tailor, 108 King ; ; ee supply the want. 
sa srumiiet Of eetes. the fear tose that ib might nos Street West, Toronto An immense selection of Sanitary (washable) papers With stock large and styles the 
Combined newest, selection should be easy 


only be generally adopted, but that the mascu- 
line dress entire would take its place. Buta 
backward movement of the old pendulum set 
fear to rest, and after the many years we 
have nothing left of it but its fairy-like sug- 
estion—the silken divided skirt, with all that 
8 repulsive to feminine instincts eliminated. 
Back of all our fashions, it may perhaps be 
said, there has been the force of need. It may 
have been that of a cage person—a woman 
belonging to royalty—whose desire to conceal 
a personal defect or to enhance a charm has 
made herselfishly blind tothe tastes and require- 
ments of the masses, so that, with a tyrant’s 





HAMMOND’S 
SPECIAL PRICES IN FURS 


Seal Walking Jack- 
ets (latest style) $75 value $135 








in beautiful designs, at all prices from 18c. 
effects for Wall, Frieze and Ceiling. A magnificent. 
stock of Japanese Leathers, Anaglypta Relief, 
French and English Pressed Papers, Etc. Ingrains 
in New Shades with handsome Friezes to match. 


ELLIOTT & SO N » 94 and 96 Bay Street, Toronto 





















here. 
T. K. ROGERS 


522 Queen St. West 
Cor. Hackney Street 


~ GERMAN. FRENCH. SPANISH 


THE INGRES-COUTELLIER SCHOOL 


OF MODERN LANGUAGES 
NATURAL METHOD BY NATIVE TEACHERS 


TORONTO 
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that the term applies not to the physical wants MDE. edcne 6 6 90 Life Building. Nordheimer Block, 
alone, but to those feminine instincts that are ee ‘. s May find congenial employment on PROF uJ ° F. DAV I Ss Canada Life Building a _ as 
hack of a vomae orem grating meee Se SE LAOS...» . 3 S| SATURDAY NIGHT HIS Hi a ss cai na DIFFERENT BRANCERS: 
endulum respec and swung towa . Persian C oo ea ; MU _N. B. ; 
There never was a time, it has seemed to some, eeseeeecagiael #8 | Aepiiention chaate ‘he mate pomenally ep:by lettee te DANCES lanonco 35° Winnipeg, Man. Calats, Me. 
when individual need was seeposbed asnow. The Alesks Sable Capes 240" 85 | ——____ Briss BRONCO RSEY 35° Brantford, Ont. Yarmouth, N. 8, 
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A Lenten Amusement. 

One of the popular amusements of this 
Lenten season for the fair devotees, is the 
mind-reader, clairvoyant or fortune-telling 
man, whichever you prefer to call him, and in 
this case you literally ‘pays your money and 
takes your choice.” 

Mr. Mind-reader usually dwells in a secluded 
cottage by Jthe stream of traffic, and the way 
into his parlor is often up a winding stair, But 
there is no danger of not coming down again. 
Madame, with her embonpoint and forty years, 
or her rose-lipped daughter in her seventeenth 
summer, are equally safe with the man of mys- 
teries, He has eyes and thought only for the 
almighty dollar, which he is to hocus pocus out 
of their pockets into his, 

First, you must go there by appointment. 
You may call and find your man star-gazing, 
but he will gravely ask you if you have an ap- 
pointment. No matter how idle he is, he ap- 
points an hour when he has no engagement, 
and sees you and your dollars depart. If you 
suggest a sitting then, his eyes take on an 
interverted stare, and he assures you that he 
cannot, in justice to himself or to you, grant 
you an interview. This deepens the mystery, 
and heightens your desire totest his occult 
powers. 

When an appointee enters the hall of psy- 
chological science, the man—he is usually 
rather attractive—sits on one side of a center 
table, while his visitor occupies the opposite 
chair. He closes his eyes, and there is a pro- 
found silence. 

** Your father is missing—do you know it?” 
— a voice that seems to fill the room. 

The sitter starts. 

‘* My father is dead,” she says, reverently. 

‘*That is what I mean when I say missing. 
He met with an accident at some time in his 
life, and carried the scar to his grave. Do you 
know it?” 

** No-o-o,” timidly from the startled fortune 
seeker. 

* Very likely, but itistrue. You have a sis- 
ter who lives at some distance from you. She 
is married, but not happy. There is no love in 
the home——” 

** Oh, that is wrong.’ 

**T mean about there being no love in the 
family——” 

‘My sister is very happy,” interrupts the 
sitter. 

** You think so, but it is not true. Remem- 
ber what I tell you. She keeps it from every 
one, but there isea consuming sorrow in the 
household.” 

* Tell me about myself,” murmurs the sitter, 
who all this time is on the anxious bench. 

‘*T am coming to that. You have a brother?” 
bc is a note of interrogation in his voice. 

a) -e-s.” 

‘“*T know you have. 
state. He has a scar on one foot. 
know it?” 

**Oh, yes, that is true. How in the world 
did you know it? He cut his foot with a 
hatchet when he was a small boy.” 

“Of course. I knew I was right. Now let 
me give you a warning. Do uot ride after a 
dark horse. I see a picture in which youare in 
a slight accident. You can avoid it by refusing 
to ride after a dark horse for three weeks.” 

‘* But our own horse is dark,” says the sitter, 
who dislikes an enforced penance of walking 
for the next month or two. 

Then the keen psychologist studies her be- 
tween half closed eyes. 

She is ambitious, generous, impulsive, a true 
friend, has good business capabilities, could do 
anything if not controlled by circumstances, 
makes her home very pleasant, is fond of mu- 
sic, bric-a-brac, etc., etc. Then comes in the 
mysterious and unexplained part, the hit and 
miss of the fortune teller. He tells her the 
color of her husband’s eyes, his temperament, 
his business capabilities and the success he has 
had in speculating. He hits the truth seven 
times out of ten. The other three he does not 
explain as failures. The pictures are shown 
—e. and if it is a mixed horoscope it is not his 

ault. 

“TI have lost something,” says an anxious 
woman. 

“I perceive that youhave. It is not money.” 

on may be either an affirmation or a ques- 
tion. 

“No; it is something that I value very 
much,” 

“I do not see that you wear it about you; it 
is not a piece of jewelry.” 

‘No; it is a paper.” 

‘*Ah!” He looks at her from under sleepy 
lids. She is not thesort of woman to have had, 
or lost, a love letter. 

“*It is a note—a business obligation.” 

** How did you know? Who could have told 
you. It was a note for several hundred dollars. 
Oh, can you tell me where it is?” 

** Yes, it is destroyed. I see it among a lot of 
scraps that are thrown away.” 

**Oh, lam so giad. I was afraid some one 
had found it.” 

And madame goes her way with a tranquil- 
ized mind and a wonderful story to tell in 
italics to her sisters at their next Lenten lunch. 
—Detroit Free Press. 
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The music loving people of Toronto will be 
lad to learn that the Perfect Transposing 
ianos, now in general use in Great Britain 
and the Continent of Europe, are about to be 
manufactured in Toronto, one of which is now 
on exhibition at Nos. 108 and 110 King street 
west, and which everybody is,invited to call and 
test. This piano is used by royalty and has the 
highest references from nearly every prominent 
vocalist and pianist in England and Europe. 
Theodore Distin, Esq., professor of music and 
singing, writes: ‘‘I can hardly express how 
very much pleased I am with your new Patent 
Transposing Pianoforte. I think it is the best 
method of any I have ever seen, as the mechan- 
ism being entirely untouched or interfered with, 
it cannot possibly get out of order or be put 
out of tune. In other transposing instruments 
it is the key-board that is moved, which con- 
stantly causes the hammers and other parts to 
get out of order, and the instrument soon be- 
comes useless, whereas in this the whole of the 


He lives in a distant 
Do you 


strings and soundboard are moved by asimple | 


lever. I consider it the acme of perfection. Ii 
ought to come into genera! use.” 

George Grossmith, Esq., writes: ‘I think the 
piano most successful. It is the first time I 
have ever been able to play fluently in a key of 
seven sharps.” 

Descriptive circular sent free on application 
to A. H. Dixon, 108 King street west, Toronto. 


Stew for Keeping. 


Wife (at breakfast)—My dear, will you have 
some more of the stewed potatoes? I cooked 
them myself. 

Husband—No ; I’ve had enough. 

Wife—What is the best way to keep pota- 
toes, John? 

Husband—Stew 'em.—N. Y. Ledger. 


—- 


Deceived by Clothes. 


An amusing event, proving the truta of the 
saying that one should not always judge by 
appearances, occurred during the girlhood of 

rs. E——, nowa resident of San Francisco. 
Many years ago, when Sir John Franklin, the 
famous Arctic explorer, was appointed govern- 
or of Tasmania, her father was one of the lead- 
ing men of that island. The new governor 
proved to be rather eccentric in disposition, 
and, among other eccentric habits, was that of 
dressing at timesin a marvelous garb, some- 
what resembling the livery of a coachman. 
Shortly after his arrival, beiag on one occa- 
sion arrayed in this peculiar costume, he asked 
Mrs, E——, who was then a young school-zirl, 
to take a walk with him in the public gardens, 
They had proceeded only a short distance, 
when they met the leading grocer of the town, 
who, having stopped her, rebuked her for her 
familiarity with a ee who ap ed to be 
greatly ior to her in social position,saying, 
among other things:j ‘‘ What would your 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
SPECIAL EARLY 


MANTLE DISPLAY 
2,900 NEW GARMENTS 


EVERY DESCRIPTION OF MANTLES 


LADIES’ JACKETS---Coats in all the newest shades and styles, and 


father think, if he saw you in such company?” 
A short time after this, Sir John held his first 
reception, and the grocer having attired him- 
self in his best suit of clothes, went to pay his 
respects to the new governor. Great was his 
consternation, when, on going up to be pre- 
sented, he recognized in Sir John Franklin the 
man whom he had met a short time before in 
the public gardens, and great was his chagrin 
when Sir John, looking toward a young girl 
who wasin the room, said, in a voice loud 
enough to be heard by ali present: ““ What 
would your father think if he saw you in such 
company?” 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 
A LEAN purse takes on a new 

lease of life when it comes in 
contact with the values we're offer- 
ing in Dress Goods this season. 

In such thoroughly satisfying ma-- 
terials as Cashmeres, Serges and 
Brocades the values are strikingly 
special. A Cashmere marked at 35c 
a yard is holding more than common- 
place attention. Well it may. It’sa 
Cashmere. By this we mean that it’s 
a genuine Cashmere---not a piece of 
Union goods, or a makeshift that’s 
supposed to pass muster for the real 
article some places. You'll look 
around and find yourself being asked 
50c. yard for like goods---elsewhere. 


Checked Lustres, double width, 20c. You know them 


as 45c. goods. 


There's no required line for early 
spring wear that our counters do 
not contain. Cheviots, in handsome 
tweed effects, are much in demand. 
It’s only within twenty four hours 
that we've put into stock several 
cases of this spring’s openings of 
these goods. We can trust them to 
meet your approval... 


Of Dress Goods we're telling you. Everything needed in 
the way of dress trimmings and small wares you're able to 
get from us. You can order your spring dress goods by 


letter. R SI M PSON 


S.W. Cor. Yonge and Queen Sts., Toronto 
Entrance Yonge St. Entrance Queen St. 


Artistic Millinery | 
THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIOM | 


65 King St Wesst 
(First floor—opp, Mail Office.) 
Are now prepared to show a complete assortment of Spring 
importations in Flowers, Feathers, Laces, Pattern 
Hats, Bonnets, etc. 





MRS. A. BLACK, «. 


SPRING HATS 


New Styles and Fashionable Colors 


From the leading English and American manufacturers. 


FUR CAPES 


For Spring Wear in 
Seal, Mink, Alaska Sable, Persian 
Lamb, &c. 
J. & J. LUGSDIN 


101 Yonge Street TORONTO 
Telephone No, 2515 





DENTISTRY. 


G L. BALL, DENTIST 
: Honor Graduate of Session '83 and ’84. 
i4 Gerrard Street East, Toronto, _—Tel. 2266 


D® FRED J. CAPON, Dentist 
7 12 Carlton Street 
L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.S., Philadelphia; 
M.D.S., New York. 


W™: MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S., Dentist 
Entrance 4 Albert 








North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. 
Street, Toronto. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. 3 = __Toroxto 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. O. D. 9. 
_Office— N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. 


G. ADAMS 


DENTIST 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. Tel. No. 2064. 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 
DEAN—At Lindsay, on March 9, Mrs. H. B. Dean—a 
daughter. 
HORROCKS—At Toronto, on March 10, Mrs. Cecil 8. 
Horrocks—a daughter. 
LIGHTFOOT—At Toronto, or March 4, Mrs. James 


Lightfoot—a daughter. 

STEEP—At Toronto, on March 8, Mrs. William R. Steep 
—a daughter 

BENJAMIN—At Toronto, on March 6, Mrs. Alfred D. 
Benjamin—a daughter. 

HATTON— At Toronto, on March 8, Mrs. W. H. Hatton— 


& son. 
BORSBERY—At Oshawa, on March 5, Mrs. J. W. Bors- 


bery—a daughter. 
BANKS—aAt Toronto, on February 26, Mrs. T. Banke—a 


gon. 
SPENCE—At Toronto, on March 5, Mra. R. F. Spence—a 


daughter. 
SMITH—At Toronto, on March 7, Mre. W. H. Smith—a 


son. 
MARSHALL—At London, on March 3, Mrs. Joseph H. 
Marshall—a daughter. 


Marriages. 

CALLAGHAN—STERLING—At Toronoo, on March 6, 
D. 8. Callaghan to Manon M., Sterling. 

WORDSWORTH—GORMLEY—At Toronto, on March 9, 
T. F. Wordsworth of Thornhill, Man., to Mary Gormley. 

HESSEY—COLEMAN—At Toronto, on February 25, 
James K. Hessey to Lily Coleman. 

BENNETI—TAYLOR—At Toronto, on March 7, Archi- 
bald Bennett to Bertha Taylor. 


in Black, Navy and all desirable colors. 


HUNDREDS OF STYLES. 


NEW DOLMANS, WRAPS AND DEEP CAPES, 


CHILDREN’S 


AND MISSES’ Coats and Wraps in all the new shapes , 


and colors, very cheap. 
Heptonette Cloth Waterproofs and Tweed Waterproofs in great 


variety. 


TO THE TRADE---We sell at specially close prices. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


88, 35 and 37 King Street Kast 





KINSEY—LAUDER—At Edgar, Ont., on March 4, W. W. 
Kinsey of Bracebridge to Ellen Lauder. 

ORR—McMANUS—At Toronto, on February 11, Robert 
Henry Orr to Alice McManus. 

COPELAND—STE PHENS—At Toronto, on February 10, 
W. A. Copeland to Mary Crombie Stephens. 

BENDER—PLATTEN—At Toronto, on March 11, C. A. 
Bender of New York to Annie M. Platten. 


Deaths. 
FRASER—At Detroit, Mich., on March 2, Grace Gordon 


Fraser, aged 6 years. 
BAIRD—At Toronto, on March 7, Susie Baird, aged 22 


infant son of Alexander Denovan, aged 1 years, 
WILMOT—At Clark, on March 9, Mrs. Allan Wilmot, 
aged 78 years. 
STRATTON—At Stoke-Devonport, England. Mrs. Mary 


Stratton. 


ears. 
? DENOVAN—At West Toronto Junction, on March 7, | 
| 
JAMES—At Toronto, on March 9, John James, aged 46 


years. 
McKINNON—At Toronto, on March 8, Mrs. Flora Mc- 


Kinnon, aged 87 years. 
OLMSTED—At Parkdale, on March 10, youngest son of 


S. R. Olmsted, aged 2 years. 
MURPHY—At Port Dalhousie, on March 8, infant son of 


Edward and Maggie Murphy, aged 5 years. 
AMBROSE—At Hamilton, on March 9, Mrs. Walter 


Ambrose, aged 46 years. 
GORDON—At Toronto. on March 10, Mrs. James Gordon, 


aged 24 years. 
WRIGLEY—At Toronto, on March 7, Joseph Wr gley, 


aged 43 years. 
FOX—At Toronto, on March 11, Charles James Fox, aged 


23 years. 
BAIKIE—At St. Thomas, on March 9, John D. Baikie, 


P.L.S. : 
MUNRO—At Glencoe, on March 2, Mrs. George Munro, 


aged 64 years. 

LEVEY—At Toronto, on March 11, Charles Levey, aged 
60 years. 

ANDERSON—At Toronto, on March 11, Mrs. Allison 


White Anderson, age 69 years. 

DUFFY—In the township of Albion, on March 8, James 
Doff, aged 77 years. 

CROWLY—At Toronto, on March 10, Mrs. John M. 


Crowly—aged 25 _— 
DOCKER—At Temoore, California. on March 4, William 


Henry Docker. 
MORRISON—At Toronto, on March 10, Catherine Morri- 


son, aged 21 years. 
RANNEY—At Toronto, on March 11, Mrs. Catherine 


Ranney, aged 85 years. 
DOHERTY—At Toronto, on March 10, infant son of W. 


K. Doherty, aged 8 months. 


Boys’ Suit Department 


Is a marvel. The diversity of styles, 
range of fabrics, beaucy of design and 
superiority of workmanship must be 
seen to be appreciated. For the holi- 
day season we offer exceptional bar- 
gains in Boys’ Suits and Overcoats. 


OAK HALL 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 
Toronto 


W. RUTHERFORD Manager 


MacLEAN 


& MITCHELL 


OFFER 


THE GREATEST 
THE GRANDEST 
THE BIGGEST 


Bargains Ever Offered, Previous to Re- 
modelling Their Premises 


Alterations begin February 1. Mantles clearing at half price. 
Ulisters selling for $6. A similar cut on ever Jacket in stock. 


Millinery at Your Own Price 


Trimmed Millinery does not improve with lime dust, so that must go 


regardless of cost, 
Dress Goods, Prints, Ginghams, Cottons, etc., at wholesale prices. 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL, 240 and 242 Yonge Street 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURHERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


$10 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piano 


Their thirty-six 
years’ record the best 
guarantee of the ex- 
cellence of their in- 
struments. 


Illustrated Catalogue 
free on application. 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


FROM THE COAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street oa Cc. P. Rv 2 


DON'T SWALLOW 


Such preposterous trash as the big DISCOUNTS 
ADVERTISED to hoodwink cudiisese and 


CATCH THE CASH 


We quote net prices, and the value offered is indisputable. 
Our stock of 


FANCY ARTICLES 


SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS 
Is practically unlimited. 


R. POTTER & CO. 


Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 
Telephone 1384 


Queen 


Pema Cae 


61 King Street East, opposite Teronte Street 


LYON’S 


PHOTOGRAPHIC STUDIO 


Just completed and now open to the public. 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. 


the rpose. Heated by steam. 
Elegant vee recepton rooms All modern con- 
veniences. High class work a specialty, Prices moderate. 


All Things to All Men. The Skeleton at the Feast. 


Moses, jr.—Fader, a shentleman in de shop Mrs, Blobbs— A good 
Nente to —- dot all-vool, non-shrinkable | Sin” when Tales mst Al Salant 
things for you myself? 
aa Sircerene fid him? Mr. Blobbs— Yes-—er—that is, to a certain 
peng ae 7,4 2 a extent, But on such occasions I always know 
Pe ny » SF, . v you - going to ask for some money.— West 


shrink!—N, Y. 





